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PUBLISHER'S      PREFACE.  ii367'49 


We  deem  it  pertinent  to  this  undertaking  to  s;iy,  that  in  republishing  these  Letters,  we  have 
been  governed  by  'a  desire  to  perpetuate  them — not  only  for  their  intrinsic  excellence,  in  their  way, 
as  evincing  the  fine  descriptive  power  and  versatile  talent  of  the  writer,  his  genial  humor,  his 
analysis  of  character,  bringing  out  its  salient  points  with  so  much  grace  as  not  to  oflFcnd  the  most 
fastidious, — but  also  for  the  entertaining  local  matter,  and  gossip,  of  time,  place,  and  person,  which, 
in  his  day,  and  before  it,  floated  currently  upon  the  stream,  and  which  he  has  carefully  gathered 
up,  piece  by  piece,  and  woven,  with  a  little  embraving,  perhaps,  into  these  sketchy  papers. 

Every  generation  has  its  characteristic  men,  and  women,  too — persons  of  mark — at  leaat  fair 
subjects  for  common  talk — peculiar  for  their  idiosyncracies  upon  some  subjects— who  figure  as 
"characters" — always  stirring  up  the  stagnancy  of  domestic  and  social  life  by  their  strange  concep- 
tions of  it.  His  impressions  of  these,  formed  by  looking  at  them  Irom  the  stand-point  of  Youth, 
when  the  mental  lense  pictures  in  exaggeration,  doubtless  led  him  to  believe  that  the  men  of  his 
day  were  really  more  strongly  marked  in  character,  more  resolute,  magnanimous  and  adventurous, 
more  noble  and  kind  in  their  natures,  more  shrewd  and  practical,  or  more  mean  and  contemptible, 
than  those  who  were  coming  up  with  him  to  form  the  next  generation. 

This  latter  class,  having  regard  to  the  proprieties  of  life,  he  has  left  to  rest  quietly  in  their 
unhonored  graves.  The  others,  however,  he  has  delineated  to  the  life;  and  if  we  fail  to  see 
them  as  they  were,  it  may  be  because  we  never  knew  them.  There  were  many  others  whom  he 
might  have  justly  added  to  his  list  of  "honorables,"  as  weU  as  of  the  eccentric  class,  some  of  whom 
no  doubt  slipped  unconsciously  through  the  meshes  of  his  memory ;  while  others,  of  whom  he 
purposed  special  mention,  were  unnoticed  in  consequence  of  the  interruption  of  the  series  by  his 
sudden  death.  But  these,  equally  with  those  of  whom  he  did  speak,  were  subjects  well  worthy  of 
his  praise.  They  were  the  good  old  fathers  and  mothers  who  once  walked  these  streets,  built  these 
habitations  that  now  shelter  us,  and  these  churches,  and  roads,  and  docks,  and  laid  out  the  future  ^ 
for  their  chUdi-en,  and  died,  and  sleep  now  in  that  same  Cemetery  about  which,  in  his  more  medl-  ^^^ 
tative  mood,  he  so  eloquently  wrote.  The  writer  held  a  facile  pen,  and  blended  life  as  it  was  made 
up,  in  an  amusing  commentary— arranged  in  boquet  order,  odd,  but  attractive. 

His  theme  was  Catskill— Ais  Catskill.  He  loved  it,  its  people,  its  customs,  its  traditions, 
and  his  memories  of  it,  though  some  were  sad  indeed.  Yet  they  once  belonged  to  the  living.— 
With  these  he  associated  his  own  early  life,  as  he  wandered  by  the  streams  with  which  Cat-,kill  so 
abounds,  and  through  its  woods,  and  under  the  shadows  of  its  mountains.  But  we  will  not  pursue 
the  subject  further,  and  wiU  leave  it  to  allude  to  others,  which  was  the  main  purpose  of  this 
writing. 

We  wUl  merely  add  that  we  might  furnish  a  brief  chapter  of  cotemporary  incidents,  related  by 
others,  some  of  a  grave  character,  others  whimsical  and  ludicrous,  with  now  and  then  some  smack- 
ino-  of  the  mischievous— but  we  have  not  the  time.  The  latter  class,  especially,  we  would  not 
mention,  for  fear  of  the  "rising  generation."  The  "wild  oat"  crop,  from  some  experience,  we 
pronounce  a  faUure,  and  we  prefer  not  to  stimulate  its  production  by  anything  we  might  say. 
These  Pompeiian  explorations,  we  admit,  sometimes  pay  weU  for  the  cost  of  making  thcm-in 
opening  up  fine  vistas  by  which  to  measure  the  progress  of  the  ages-while  othei-s,  again,  have  no 
compensating  gains.  And,  as  respects  this  latter,  we  would  say,  let  the  old  cinders  lie,  undisturbed, 
over  youthful  peccadillos,  just  where  they  fell  and  burnt  themselves  out. 

When  this  volume  was  commenced,  it  was  intended  to  include  in  it  only  the  letters  of  Mr. 
PiNCKNET  orio-inally  contributed  to  the  Eecorder  and  Democrat  as  occasional  sketches,  which  the 
author  never  contemplated  would  be  preserved  in  book  form.  But  as  the  work  progressed  and 
popular  interest  began  to  manifest  itself,  we  considered  it  our  duty  to  avail  oui^elves  ol  Uie  pruflere^ 
as^stance  of  other  able  contributors,  whose  articles,  in  addition  to  those  of  Mr.  Pincknkv  would 
furnish  a  more  complete  local  history.  This  change  of  plan,  although  ,t  has  involved  addlUon:U 
expense,  labor  and  delay,  will  be  justified  by  the  increased  value  of  the  volume. 

We  acknowledge  our  obligations  to  those  gentlemen  who  have  aided  in  giving  our  book  a  more 
fuU  and  complete  table  of  contents.  With  these  few  explanatory  words,  we  comme^nd  cur  lu  e 
book  to  the  citizens  of  Catskill-and  to  those  "native  and  to  the  manor  born'  who  have  ^audond 
Lto  other  piles,  but  whose  hearts  ever  turn  fondly  towards  home-and  trust  that,  a.  a  tribuu,  to 
the  history  and  attractions  of  the  "old  town,"  it  will  meet  with  a  cordial  reception. 
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Jni-Y  31,  1862. 

A  glance,  necessarily  hasty,  over  the  papers 
handed  me  at  Catskill,  reveals  little  of  interest, 
beyond  the  associations  which  may  be  con- 
nected Ti^ith  the  names  of  the  members  of  the 
Lodge.     Those  who  have  anticipated  anything 
like  the  revelations  of  Jacquix  and  Boaz,  or 
MoeCt.^n  of  Batavia,  Avill  probably  be  disap-  j 
pointed  when  I  assure  them  that  the  docu-  j 
ments   contain   nothing  which   any  member 
could  have  desired  to  keep  secret,  unless,  per-  i 
haps,  it  might  have  been  a  few  biUs  for  re-  \ 
frcshments,  the  items  of  which  ran,  rather 
uniformly,  as  follows : 

Harmony  Lodge,  Dr.  To  Stephen  Day  &  Sons, 

To  2  gallons  Sherry  Wine £1    8    0 

"  4  cloz.  biscuit 0    2    0 

or, 

Harmony  Lodge,  Dr.  To  Joseph  Graham, 

To  Wine,  brand}'  &  2  Jugs £1    7  6 

"  Cash  paid  fur  6wie<  aud  cheese 0    6  0 

W       "  2  Gals.  Sherry  Wine, 14s..    18  0 

in  which  the  temperance  folks  of  the  present 
day  will,  perhaps,  discover  a  little  too  close 
resemblance  to  Falstaff's  running  account 
with  Dame  Quickley — in  the  awful  dispro- 
portion of  bread  to  sack.  Beyond  these, 
and  letters  from  Ambrose  Spencer,  (after- 
wards Chief  Justice)  Philip  L.  Hoffman,  and 
others,  (which  I  propose,  hereafter,  to  trans- 
cribe as  specimens  of  the  epistolary  style  of 
the  last  century)  I  repeat,  there  is  nothing  in 
these  documents  of  interest.  I  shall,  there- 
fore, make  use  of  them  only  as  the  signs- 
manual  of  the  "brothers  of  the  mystic  tie," 
subscribed  by  hands  long  since  mouldered 
into  dust,  to  bring  to  mind  such  incidents  as 
early  recollections  or  tradition  have  connected 
with  their  names. 

First  on  the  list,  in  a  bold,  round  hand,  is 
the  signature  of  Samuel  H.ugiit,  the  elder 
brother  of  the  late  Jacob  Haigut,  who  recently 
died,  at  an  advanced  age,  in  this  Village.— 
Samuel  Haight  was  a  merchant  of  Catskill ; 
his  place  of  business  was  located  ou  the  North- 
erly bank  of  the  Hans-Vassen-Kill,  at  its  con- 
fluence with  the  Catskill,  where  stood  a  store- 
house and  a  wharf,  at  which,  it  is  said,  vessels 
of  considerable  burthen  were  laden  and  dis- 
charged ;  though,  at  this  day,  the  Creek  is  so 
filled  with  rocks  that  nothing  drawhig  more 
water  than  a  skiff  or  a  sturgeon  ever  finds  its 
way  above  Brosnaham's  Reef.     Of  course,  as 


ine 


a  business  site,  this  spot  has  long  since  been 
abandoned,  the  old  store-liouse  Las  been  long 
demolished,  the  ancient  dock  has  rotted,  log 
by  log,  and  floated  down  the  stream,  and,  at 
my  last  visit  to  the  locahty,  I  could  discover 
no  signs  of  busy  life,  not  a  sound  breaking 
the  stillness,  save  the  wheezing  of  the  old 
horse,  as  he  trod  his  daily  lazy  round  in  the 
bark-mill  of  my  Democratic  friend,  Isaac 
House. 

In  the  days  of  Samuel  Haight,  and  for  many 
years  afterwards,  there  resided  near  his  store 
an  aged  man  named  KooN,  who  otliciated  as 
sexton  of  the  parish  of  St.  Lulce's  Church.  I 
well  remember  his  good  wife,  who  sold  cake 
and  beer — and,  even  now,  I  can  see,  "in  my 
mind's  eye,"  the  old  sign  painted  in  two  colors, 
the  black  representing  a  junk  bottle,  and  the 
yellow  a  square  of  gingerbread.  A  little 
fai'lher  up  the  road,  near  what  is  now  the 
junction  of  "the  snake  road"  with  the  Siisquc- 
hanna  turnpike,  stood  a  small  red  hou? 
v.'hich,  as  long  ago  as  I  can  remember,  was  \^ 
reputed  to  be  haunted.  Often,  at  night,  have 
a  party  of  lads,  including  myself,  sought  to 
exorcise  the  spirits  which  were  supposed  to 
occupy  the  stigmatised  old  tenement,  by  pelt- 
ing it  with  stones,  though  trath  compels  me 
to  admit  these  bombardments  always  took 
place  ou  moonlight  nights,  and  from  a  respect- 
able distance.  What  occurrence  gave  this 
building  the  name  of  "the  Spook  Hous-,"  I 
do  not  clearly  remember.  I  believe  there  was 
a  story  of  a  pedlar  having  stopped  there  over 
night,  who  was  missing  in  the  morning— ma- 
terial enough  to  found  a  tale  of  terror  upon, 
although  itls  probable  the  fellow  abscouded 
early  to  avoid  payment  for  his  supper  and 
lodging. 

Opposite  the  store-house  of  Samuel  Haight, 
stood  his  dwelling,  a  low  house,  with  donmr 
or  roof  windows,  which,  I  believe,  still  re- 
mains in  its  pleasant  situation.  Sul)sequent 
to  his  removal,  this  house  had  numerous  ten- 
ants, the  last  one  of  whom  I  recollect  was 
Joseph  A i.i.EX,  a  warm-hearted,  retired  sea- 
captain,  who  had  "laid  up  in  ordinary"  at 
Catskill,  to  enjoy  the  fniits  of  his  hone.^t  toil. 
I  remember  an  "occumMice  in  the  life  of  this 
good  old  man  which  it  may  not  be  out  of 
place  hero,  briefly,  to  relate:  He  ha<l  sold 
his  homestead  in  Jefferson  to  one  Wiluam 
PuLLAN,  a  haughty,  overbearing  Englishman, 
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who,  aflenvards,  sought  in  cverj-  way  to  annoj' 
the  Captain.  One  day,  at  a  vexatious  law 
suit  instituted  by  PuUan  against  Allen,  the 
former,  iu  reply"  to  an  assertion  of  Allen's, 

called  him  "a old  liar."     The  Captain 

was  a  small  man,  and  then  verging  upon 
eighty  years,  but  he  seiz-ed  the  tall  Englishman 
and  huVled  him  to  the  earth.  I  was  in  the 
offlee  when  Pullan  applied  to  my  father  for  a 
waiTant  for  the  old  "sea-dog."  It  was  most 
reluctantly  granted,  and  given  to  Egbert 
BoGAKDUS,  who  as  reluctantly  proceeded  to 
serve  it.  He  met  the  Captain,  on  his  way  to 
the  office  to  answer  for  his  offence,  and  his 
plea  was  in  about  these  words  :  "The  scoun- 
drel called  me  'a  d d  old  liar,'  and  I  tossed 

him  off  the  stoop.  I  not  only  punished  him, 
but  I  revenged  myself  for  many  insults  re- 
ceived at  the  hands  of  his  haughty  countrymen. 
Often,  when  beating  up  the  British  Channel, 
I  have  been  obliged,  however  inconvenient, 
to  'douse  my  peak'  to  every  English  vessel  in 


the   Channel ;    to-day,    I  liave    doused    an 
Englishman,  peak,  hull  and  all." 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  the  complaint  was 
dismissed,  with  a  lectm'e  from  the  magistrate 
to  the  plaintiff,  conveyed  in  not  very  compli- 
mentary language. 


But  I  have  strayed  far  off  from  my  subject; 
and,  perhaps,  it  is  as  weD,  for  my  recollections 
of  Samuel  Haight  are  not  very  vivid.  I  know 
that  he  was  a  Brigadier  General,  for  I  remem- 
ber to  have  seen  him  in  regimentals  and  pow- 
dered hair,  at  a  General  Review,  and  I  know 
that,  after  securing  a  competency,  he  removed 
to  Athens,  where  he  built  a  palatial  residence, 
and  where  "he  lived  respected,  and  died  la- 
mented," and  that  is  about  all  I  do  know  of 
him. 

In  my  next,  I  wiU  endeavor  to  stick  a  little 
closer  to  the  text,  which  I  shall  select  from 
"The  Harmony  Lodge  Papers." 


HARMONY    LODGE    PAPERS.— No.  IL 


August  7, 1862. 
C^        In  noticing  these  papers,  some  weeks  since,  * 
■<~^^  you  took  occasion  to  question,  upon  the  au- 
^  thority  of  an  "old  resident er,"  the  identity  of 
Wetmore  with  "VViiiTEMORE  of  mop-pole  no- 
toriety.    I  am  dit-posed  to  believe  that  your 
informant  was  in  en'or,  as  I  find  two  docu- 
ments which  sustain  my  view  of  the  matter. 
^\iQ  first  is  a  bill  reading  : 
Harmony  Lodge,        To  Bro:  W.  W.  "Wetmore,  Dr. 
To  4  rods  for  Stevmrts  and  Deacons.  .£0  Vl  0 
Deer.  "25,  '95. 
which  fixes  the  fact  that  he  was  a  worker  in 
wood ;  and  the  second  goes  far  to  establish 
his  reputation  for  meanness.     I  transcribe  it, 
in  its  pristine  orthogi'aphy  and  punctuation — 
or  rather  in  its  lack  of  both : 

Cattskill,  June  the  27  1795         Masons  bill  Dr 
To  braking  down  a  close  clossett  and  fixing 

the  siume  for  them £0    8  0 

To  biskets  brandy  and  candels. 0  10  0 

To  firewood, 2    0  0 


for  the  use  of  the  room  J  will  leave  It  To  2  18  0 
vour  generoasity  but  If  you  are  all  so  Mean 
In  Opinion  as  Mr.  Wetmore  I  suppose  you 
•will  allow  Me  nothing  but  1  have  A  better 
opinion  of  some  of  you  gentlemen  than 
that  comes  to  from  yours 

David  Van  Bargan 

Now,  I  respectfully  claim  that  these  docu- 
ments either  prove  that  Wetmore  and  White- 
more  (so  called)  were  identical,  or  that  the 
one  was  small  enough  to  crawl  through  the 
gimlet-hole  which  the  other  "charged  sixpence 
to  horo  "♦         ♦         ♦         ♦         ^         ^ 


The  second  and  third  names  on  the  list  of 
members  of  Harmony  Lodge,  are  those  of 
Stephen  and  Ira  Day,  (father  and  son. )  For 
a  brief  sketch  of  their  lives  and  characters,  I 
refer  your  readers  to  one  of  a  series  of  articles, 

entitled  '  'The  Grave-yard  at  C , "  furnished 

by  me  to  the  Recorder  some  six  years  ago.  t 
It  is  sufficient  here  to  say  of  them  that,  in  all 
the  public  and  private  relations  of  life,  they 
lived  unblameable  ;  and,  dying,  left  a  record 
to  which  a  numerous  posterity  can  point  with 
pride. 

Next,  comes  the  name  of  Thomas  Thomson. 
(By  the  way,  the  old  Thomson  mansion  was 
a  stone  buUding,  standing  almost  directly  in 
the  rear  of  the  present  site  of  your  office — now 
"Center  Brick  Block" — and  was,  long  since, 
demolished. )  111  health,  or  the  spirit  of  adven- 
ture, induced  Thomas  to  visit  the  West  India 
Islands,  soon  after  the  establishment  of  Har- 
mony Lodge,  and  I  am  not  sure  but  his  prin- 
cipal reason  for  joining  the  fraternity,  was  to 
become  acquainted  with  those  mysteries  which 
are  supposed  to  be  ready  passports  to  the 
hearts  and  hands  of  the  brotherhood  through- 
out the  world.  He  went,  accompanied  by 
two  faithful  servants,  Josephus  and  C^sar, 
(then  slaves, )  and,  for  long  years,  he  remained 
abroad — occasional,  and  generally  preposter- 
ous, rumors  reaching  Catskill  of  his  having 
amassed  unbounded  wealth,  either  by  legiti- 
mate business,  Creole  marriage,  illicit  trade, 
or  by  a  hundred  other  means  which  gossip 
suggested.     At  last  he  came  home,    and  I 


LOCAL   SKETCHES 


remember  him  as  one  with  whom,  for  all  his 
reputed  wealth,  I  would  not  have  exchanged 
places  for  a  day.  Broken  in  constitution,  and 
afflicted  with  a  disease,  said  to  be  leprosy,  it 
seemed  to  me,  as  he  took  his  accustomed  Vide 
every  morning,  muffled  to  the  eyes  to  conceal 
the  mai-ks  of  his  malady,  that  he  had  paid  too 
dearly  for  the  riches  which  it  was  denied  him 
to  enjoy.  He  built  the  fine  residence  known 
as  the  Thomson  Place,  and  then  he  erected, 
in  sight  of  the  dwelling,  the  vault  or  tomb  in 
which,  soon  after,  his  body  was  deposited. 

His  West  Indian  life  had  been  a  mystery 
which  the  curious  hoped  his  death  woidd  solve, 
but  they  were  disappointed,  and  then  they 
built  fresh  hopes  upon  his  faithful  body  ser- 
vants Avho  had  accompanied  him  througli  all 
his  wanderings,  and  were  supposed  to  have 
possessed  his  fullest  confidence.  Not  much 
was  expected  from  Coesar — he  was  a  dandy 
negro,  and  if  he  knew  anything  worth  telling, 
he  scai'cely  knew  how  to  tell  it.  But  Josephus 
was  a  reserved,  tacitm-n  darkey,  with  whom  a 
secret,  involving  even  life  itself,  might  be 
safely  confided.  He  survived  his  master  many 
years,  and  at  last  died  suddenly,  cheating  the 
quid  nitncs  out  of  the  awful  disclosures,  of 
which  they  had  so  long  lived  in  marvellous 
anticipation. 

The  mansion  built  by  Thomas  Thomson, 
^fe^  passed  to  his  brother  Alexander,  since  de- 
■^$  ceased,  and  is  now,  I  believe,  the  residence  of 
Mrs.  Cole,  a  relative  of  the  family,  and  the 
widow  of  America's  most  gifted  and  deeply 
lamented  artist  —  the  poet-painter,  Thomas 
Cole  ;  the  mausoleum  which  he  erected  has 
recently  been  taken  down,  and  his  remains, 
and  those  of  the  kindred  who  followed  him, 
now  rest  in  our  beautiful  Cemetery,  awaiting, 
with  the  multitudinous  dead  surrounding  them, 
the  breaking  of  that  "Great  Day  of  Revela- 
tion" when  all  mysteries  shall  be  made  clear 
in  the  light  of  the  countenance  of  Him  "from 
Whom  no  secrets  are  hid." 


— *  The  following  article,  alluded  to  in  the  open- 
ing paragraphs  of  the  second  paper  of  the  Har- 


mony Lodge  series,  appeared  in  the  Recorder  and 

Democrat,  July  17th,  1862  : 

Antiquarian.— We  have  been  permitted  to  look 
over  some  of  the  business  papers  of  Harmony 
l^odge,  the  first  Masonic  association  ever  formed 
in  this  town.  These  papers  are  principally  inter- 
esting as  recalling  to  mind  the  early  days  of  the 
settlement,  and  reviving  the  memories  of  the  men 
Avho  have  occupied  the  places  which  three  suc- 
ceeding generations  have  been  called  to  fill. 

Among  those  who  instituted  Hariuonv  Lod"-e 
in  1<  9-1,  we  And  the  names  of  Stkpiikn  Day,  S.Cm- 
UHL  Haight,  Thomas  Thomson,  Jacob  Bi)<;\r- 
i>us,  Hezekiah  Van  Ordex,  Geo.  Taylor,  Klfus 
Stanlky,  W.W.Wetmore,  and  many  others,  men 
of  note  in  their  day  and  generation. 

We  have  placed  these  intcrestini;  papers  in  the 
hands  of  a  friend— one  familiar  with  the  local  his- 
tory of  this  place— who  will,  as  early  as  leisure 
wUl  permit,  gather  such  recollections  and  inci- 
dents as  are  connected  with  these  departed  wor- 
thies, for  the  edification  and  instruction  of  our 
readers  and  their  descendants.  It  is  true  that  hu- 
man nature  has  ever  been  the  same,  and  the  act.s 
and  sayings  of  our  grandfathers  did  not  material- 
ly differ  from  those  which  occur  in  our  day,  yet 
we  love  to  dwell  upon  their  memories,  as  wj  hope 
to  live  in  the  memories  of  those  who  come  after 
us,  when  "the  places  which  now  know  us  shaU 
know  us  no  more  forever." 

F.  S.— Glanciucj  back  over  this  brief  article,  our 
eye  is  caught  by  the  name  of  Wetmore.  As  there 
is  no  old  family  of  that  name  extant  in  this  town, 
we  would  thank  some  person,  who  can,  to  inform 
us  of  his  history.  Inquiry  of  his  namesake,  our 
medical  friend  over  the  way,  elicited  the  fact  that  /^ 
he  was  at  one  time  a  prominent  merchant  ot  the  cS^ 
place  ;  and  an  old  inhabitant,  with  confused  recol- 1/- 
lection,  thought  him  identical  with  one  Whiite-  XJ 
more,  a  worker  in  wood,  who  formerly  resided  in 
Catskill,  and  of  whom  the  foUowing  story  is  told  : 
A  poor  woman,  industrious  and  neat,  as  all  wom- 
en were  in  those  days,  had  bought  a  mop,  and  to 
keep  it  where  she  could  readily  lay  her  hand  on 
it,  she  sent  it  to  WiinTEMoui:,  to  have  a  hole 
bored  in  the  handle  to  admit  a  string  to  hani;  it 
up  by.  He  performed  the  iob,  and  charged  Ihe 
poor  woman  sixpence  for  it !  That  sixpence  pur- 
chased his  immortalitj',  for  somv pcet,  (there  were 
such  in  those  days,  albeit  Byron  was  u  chicken,) 
made  him  famous  in  the  fodowing  graceful  and 
mellifluous  effusion  : 

"Mister  Whittemore 
Axed  sixpence  to  bore 
A  small  gimlet-Ao/e 
Thro'  a  mop-pole!" 
fPublished  in  succeeding  pages. 
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August  14,  1862. 
Among  the  signers  of  the  by-laws  of  this 
Lodge,  I  notice  the  name  of  Maokey  Cros- 
well.  His  death  occurred  so  recently  that 
there  are,  probably,  few  in  Catskill  who  do 
not  remember  him  well.  He  was  the  father 
of  Edwin  Croswell,  now  of  Hastings,  and, 
for  many  years,  the  editor  and  proprietor  of 


the  Albany  Argus,  and  a  prominent    leader 
of  the  Democratic  Party  in  its  palmy  days. 

Mackey  Croswell  was  one  of  the  earliest 
settlers  of  Catskill,  and  was  arrompanied,  in 
his  emigration  from  Connecticut,  or  soon  fol- 
lowed, by  his  brotlicrs,  Thomas  O'IIara, 
iVRCHiBALD,  Caleb  and  Hauhy.  Archie  re- 
moved to  Scholiarie  Coimty,  and  was,   for  a 
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number  of  vcars,  engaged  in  the  tanning  busi- 
ness at  Gilboa.  Caleb  was  a  painter,  and  died 
Ion"-  ago.  Ilarrv  was  a  printer,  and  will  be 
reinembercd  as  the  editor  of  the  Balance 
over  lifly  years  ago.  He  was  a  high-toned  i 
Federalist, "and  a^'igorous  AVriter ;  and  had 
his  party  held  the  aseendancy  which  it  had  | 
teinporaVllv  attalnt'd,  he  would,  doubtless,  j 
have  ranked  among  the  most  distinguished  i 
statesmen  of  tliat  period.  The  election  of 
Jeffekson  crushed  the  hopes  of  Federalism, 
and  Croswell,  deserted  by  his  associates  in  the 
midst  of  pecuniaiy  as  Avell  as  political  embar- 
rassments, abandoned  the  editorial  for  the 
ecclesiastical  profession.  For  many  years,  he 
was  the  beloved  rector  of  an  Episcopal  Church 
in  New  Haven,  in  which  city  he  died  a  few 
years  since.  He  was  the  father  of  Sherman 
Ckoswell,  who  was,  for  some  time,  connected 
with  Edwm,  as  associate  editor  and  proprietor 
of  the  Ar(/ns.  He  also  died  at  New  Haven, 
surviving  his  father  but  a  few  years. 

Thomas  O'H.  was  a  physician,  and  there 
never  has  been,  nor  will  there  probably  ever 
be   one  of  the  profession  who  did,  or  Avill, 
secure  the   conlidence,  esteem  and  love   in 
which  the  good  old  "Uncle  Doctor"  was  held 
by  all  ages,  sexes,  classes  and  conditions. — 
Perhaps'as  great  a  share  of  love,  esteem  and 
C\    confidence  as  could  be  transfen-ed  from  this 
^^  excellent  old  man  to  any  other,  is  now  pos- 
^?  sessed  by  Doctor  Abel  Beace,*  who  was  his 
protece,'  student  and  partner,   and  who  suc- 
ceeded him,  not  only  in  his  business,  but  in 
the  affections  of  the  people. 

Thomas  O'H.  and  Mackey  Croswell  were 
the  founders,  and  for  many  years,  the  propri- 
etors of  the  Catskill  Recorder.  I  remember 
to  have  seen  one  of  the  first  numbers  of  the 
fii-st  paper  established  in  Catsldll,  and,  I  think 
it  ante-dated  1780.  It  was  not  originally 
called  the  Recorder,  but  I  believe  its  title 
was  the  CaMull  Packet  and  WeHfernMail. 
It  was  printed  on  a  sheet  of  coai-se,  blue  paper, 
about  10  by  12  inches  in  size,  and  contained 
the  latest  intelligence  brought  by  the  fast  sail- 
ing packet  sloops,  which,  in  those  days,  made 
the  passage  from  New  York  to  Catskill,  (wind 
and  weather  permitting)  in  something  less 
than  six  days.  This  sheet  also  contained  a 
goodly  an-ay  of  advertisements,  and  was  in- 
terspersed with  numerous  wood-cuts,  which 
Avere  said  to  be  the  handiwork  of  the  Doctor. 

I  remember  one  especially,  intended  to 
represent  a  very  black  negro  boy  in  the  act  of 
running  away,  with  a  bundle  attached  to  a 
stick  swung  over  his  shoulder,  and  ]\Iackey 
once  told  me  that  'Tom  had  sat  up,  shiver- 
ing, through  four  cold  nights  to  cut  that 

little  nigger."     This  was  always  considered 
by  the  Doctor  as  liis  chef  d'ouvrc. 


Besides  the  printing  office,  there  was  a  book 
store,  and,  probably,  a  bindery,  as  I  find 
among  the  papers  before  me  a  bill  for  blank 
boolcs  purchased  of  M.  Croswell  &  Co.,  in 
1795.  (For  further  information  in  relation 
to  the  history  of  the  Recorder,  I  refer  you 
to  your  aged  townsman.  Captain  Jacob  Dun- 
ham, who  is  still  living,*  and  v.-ho  was,  I 
believe,  an  apprentice  to  the  Croswells.) 

After  the  Doctor  found  it  necessary  to  de- 
vote his  whole  time  to  his  profession,  and  the 
duties  of  Postmaster,  (an  office  to  which  he 
was  appointed  by  Geokge  Washington,  and 
which  he  held  through  the  whole  of  a  long 
life,)  Mackey  assumed  the  sole  proprietorship 
of  the  Recorder,  mitil  his  son  Edwin,  becom- 
ing of  suitable  age,  was  associated  with  him. 
When  Edwin,  nearly  forty  years  ago,  suc- 
ceeded Moses  Y.  Cantine,  (also  of  Catskill,) 
as  State  Printer,  the  paper  passed  into  the 
hands  of  KionARD  Field,  then  to  Charles 
Faxon,  and  afterwards  through  the  owner- 
ship of  Nathan  G.  Elliott,  Caleb  Croswell, 
John  R.  Sylvester,  and  his  successor,  down 
to  one  J.  B.  Hall,  under  whose  care  it  now 
flourishes  bravely,  without  any  signs  of  that 
decay  which  is  supposed  to  be  the  inevitable 
concomitant  of  antiquity. 


^,. 


When  Mackey  Croswell  retired  from  the 


ipied  by  _ 

good  nature,  story-telling  faculty  and  boon 
companionship  drew  around  him  hosts  of 
friends,  and  the  excellence  of  the  cuisine, 
with  the  general  good  management  of  the 
house,  soon  obtained  for  him  a  reputation 
only  equalled  by  that  of  Leveeett  Ceutten- 
DEN,  of  Albany. 


But  the  good  old  days  of  the  "Village 
Tavern"  are  past.  The  social  groups  who 
circled  its  bar-room  fire  are  broken — its  f  om1h 
of  July  dinners  are  but  luscious  memories, 
and  the  warm-hearted  host,  who  '  'was  wont 
to  set  the  table  in  a  roar"  has  passed  on  to 
that  great  caravansera  where  aU  earthly  trav- 
elers shall  rest  when  the  journey  of  life  shall 
be  accomplished. 

Among  many  friends,  there  are  few  fi'om 
whom  I  have  received  more  Idndnesses  than 
from  him,  and  of  the  many  who  have  passed 
awaj-,  there  are  few  whose  death  I  more 
deei)ly  mom-ned  than  that  of  Mackey  Cros- 
well. 


*Siuee  deceased. 
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Decembeb  10,  1862. 

"When  my  last  was  wntten,  a  bright  Sum- 
mer's smi  shone,  and  the  gi-ass  and  tlowers 
grew  upon  the  graves  of  these  "Brothers  of 
the  Mystic  Tie ; "  to-day  the  wind  sweeps  over, 
and  the  snows  of  Winter  apparel,  in  pale 
robes,  their  resting  places.  Since  my  last, 
too,  more  than  one  has  gone  to  lie  down  at 
their  sides,  to  be  remembered  son-owfuUy  for 
a  season,  and  then  to  be  forgotten,  on  earth, 
forever.  One  of  the  latest  (if  not  the  last) 
interment  in  j^our  burial  ground,  suggests  to 
my  memory  the  name  of  another  member  of 
Harmony  Lodge. 

John  V.  D.  S.  Scott  was  one  of  the  early 
settlers  at  Catskill,  where  he  was  prominent 
as  a  lawyer,  and  respected  as  a  man.  What 
time  could  be  spared  by  him  from  the  duties 
of  his  profession,  was  chietly  occupied  in  hor- 
ticulture, and  I  well  remember  when  his 
garden,  celebrated  for  the  variety  and  quality 
of  its  fruit  and  vegetables,  was  at  once  the 
admiration  of  his  neighbors,  and  the  tempta- 
tion of  juvenile  malefactors.  These  last, 
however,  in  tiieir  nocturnal  depredations, 
sometimes  earned  off  more  fruit  than  they 
came  for,  in  the  shape  of  BB  blue-berries 
from  the  double-ban-eled  gim  of  the  proprie- 
j  tor,  while  occasionally  one  of  the  young  ras- 
cals found  leisure,  in  the  County  Jail,  to 
ruminate  over  the  sweetness  of  grapes  as  inac- 
cessible to  him  as  they  were  to  the  Fox  in  the 
fable. 

After  the  resignation  of  Moses  I.  Cantine, 
Mr.  Scott  was  appointed  first  Judge  of  Greene 
County,  which  position  he  held  until  his  death. 
Of  excellent  sense,  superior  legal  abilities,  and 
well  versed  in  the  science  of  jurisprudence, 
he  administered  justice  so  righteously  as  to 
command  the  respect  of  the  bar  and  the  com- 
munity, and  to  more  than  merit  the  honest, 
but  uncouth,  eulogy  pronounced  by  his  suc- 
cessor. Judge  Daly. 

But  I  am  wandering  from  Harmony  Lodge. 

From  the  papers  before  me,  it  appears  that 
Mr.  Scott,  in  February,  1794,  (previous  to 
which  he  had  been  a  member  of  Washington 
Lodge,  of  Livingston,  Columbia  Co. , )  applied 
to  Harmony  Lodge  for  admission.  His  appli- 
cation was  opposed  by  Jacob  Bogardus,  Esq., 
in  a  petition  in  which  he  sets  forth  that : 

"Your  Petitioner  has  some  time  been  grossly 
insulted  by  Mr.  Seott  without  any  cause  or  [irov- 
ocation  whatever.  That  Mr.  Scott  did  with  malice 
prepence,  wittingly  and  with  intent  to  stab  the 
reputation  of  your  Petitioner,  and  not  having  that 
fear  of  God  before  his  eyes,  Publish  in  the  news- 
papers of  this  Town  a  ceariain  anonymous  Pro- 
duction lull  of  scurrilous  and  opprobrious  reflec- 
tions to  the  great  injury  of  the  character  of  your 
Petitioner,"  &e., 
and  praying  that 


A  committee  of  Discreet,  Impartial  Master 
Masons  be  appointed  to  enquire  into  the  contro- 
versy, and  be  directed  to  report  thereon,  to  the 
Lodge,  what  restitution  and  satisfaction  shall  be 
adequate  to  the  party  aggricTed." 

The  complaint,  which  doubtless  grew  out 
of  some  unimportant  political  quarrel,  was 
followed  by  the  appointment  of  the  conunittee 
prayed  for,  and  Brothers  Isaac  Batemax  and 
John  Gakdineu  commencetl  their  duties  as 
committee-men,  by  issuing  tlie  following  Ci- 
tation, which  1  copy  verbatim,  as  a  specimen 
of  style  at  the  close  of  the  eighteenth  centur}- . 

^'Monday,  April  7th,  1704.— We  the  subscribers 
beuig  appomted  a  Covimitty  by  A  unanimous  vote 
ot  the  Brethern  of  the  Ihirmony  Lodge  in  C'at«- 
kill,  No  ai,  to  make  due  inquiry  into  a  Dispute 
now  sub&istnig  between  Jacob  Bogtirdus  Esq 
and  John  V.  D.  S.  Scott,  Es(].,  us  sot  forth  Ijv  the 
aforesaid  Bogardus  in  A  Petition  presented  to  our 
Lodge.  This  is  in  conformity  to  our  Appointment 
to  request  the  Aforesaid  Jacob  Bogardus  loaiipear 
at  the  Dwelliug  Hou-s  oi  Duvid  Van  Bergen  at  1 
o  Clock  p.  M.,  and  likewise  the  aforesaid  Jolin  V. 
D.  S.  Scott  at  the  saime  lime  and  Place  when  they 
Have  full  time  &  opportunity  to  be  heard  on  the 
subject  matter— to  enable  us'to  proceed  to  Jud'^-- 
meut,  and  issue  Give  to  all  disputes,  that  Brother- 
ly Love  may  Abound,  which  is  the  Ardent  prayer 
of  us  above. 

"Isaac  Batkman,    L.  S." 
"John  Gakuixer,    L.  S." 

But  it  seems  that  the  Lodge,  or  tiie  "Com- 1 
mitty"  had  committed  a  fatal  error  in  neglect- 
ing to  serve  Brother  Scott  with  a  copy  of 
Brother  Bogardus'  complaint,  and  the  former 
thereupon  declined  to  obey  the  citation  of  the 
"Committy,"  in  a  communication  without 
date,  as  follows : 

"Gentlemkn— I  having  had  no  official  Informa- 
tion of  Mr.  Jacob  Bogardus  liaving  presented  a 
petition  to  Harmony  Lodge,  and  not  being  indulg- 
ed with  a  copy  of  "the  same,  nor  of  the  charges 
exhibited,  feel  much  at  a  loss  to  understand  the 
meaning  of  the  present  summons,  and  niucii  lesa 
inclined  to  concern  myself  with  iiroeeediugs  that 
appear  entirely  exparte.  I  have  the  honor  to  tw, 
Gentlemen, 

Your  most  ob'dt  and  verj'  h'ble  serv't, 

Joh.nV.  D.  S.  Scott." 

This  curt  reply  appears  to  have  brought  the 
"Committy"  up  "all  standing."  They  could 
not  get  over  the  law-latin  of  the  resjwnilent, 
and  they  wisely  retiretl  from  their  labors, 
under  cover  of  the  following  commmiication 
to  the  Lodge  : 

"April  the  7, 1794. — .\groeable  to  our  appoint- 
ment, we  the  subscribers  Issued  A  CitjUion  to  Ja- 
cob Bogardus,  Esq.,  and  John  V.  I).  8.  Scott. Esq., 
to  appear  before  us  intentionally  to  settle  a  dis- 
|Hite  then  subsisting  between  our  two  l)rethern, 
and  whereas  John  V.  D.  S.  Scott  would  not  agree 
to  join  in  an  investigation  of  the  subject  matter 
Agreeable  to  the  Wishes  of  our  brother  Jacob  Bo- 
gardus, we  were  intirely  Divested  of  the  /'oirr  of 
proceeding  to  a  judgment  which  ouirht  li»  have  bin 
had  for  the  procurerinf;  of  that  union  which  over 
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oiio-ht  to  exist  in  our  snlem  Biind  of  Society, there- 
fofe  we  iiiust  of  Cors  leave  the  future  proeeeding 
to  the  Deteruiiiuitiou  of  the  Locii^e,  wliose  mem- 
bers we  are  but  a  part  of.     Siuned 

John  Gardiner, 
Isaac  Batkm^vn." 

And  80,  in  one  brief  clay  of  citation,  reply 

and  roi)ort,  this  weia-hty  controversy  ended. 

I  cannot  discover  that  it  was  ever  revived,  and 

it  certainly  worked  no  serions  injnry  to  Bro. 

Scott,  for  the  records  show  that  on  tlie  fith  of 

October,  1800,  he  was  acting  as  Secretary  of 

the  Harmony  Lodge,  in  full  communion  and 

good  repute. 

******* 

The  residence  of  Judge  Scott,  with  his  office 
adjoining,  were  destroyed,  and  the  pleasant 


garden  and  grounds  adjacent  were  laid  w^aste 
in  the  memorable  fire  of  1851.  The  famUy, 
after  his  death,  removed  to  New  York,  where, 
I  believe,  those  living  still  reside.  The  eldest 
daughter,  wife  of  William  Whitlock,  Esq., 
has  been  dead  some  years,  as  has  also  Susan, 
the  youngest.  Maey  recently  died  at  CatskiU. 
Two  daughters,  Jane  and  Maktua,  and  two 
sons,  William  H.  and  John  M.  (the  early 
schoolmate,  companion  and  friend  of  the 
writer)  still  survive.  William  and  John  have 
been  for  many  years  engaged  in  mercantile 
pursuits,  and  have,  by  strict  probity  and  in- 
dustry, won  not  only  a  comfortable  compe- 
tency, but  also  the  respect  and  esteem  of  all 
who  Icnow  them. 
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Januaey  1,  1863. 

The  standing  types  which  have  for  the  last 
twelve-month  denoted  the  annual  date  of  the 
Hecorder,  aie  changed,  and  the  new  cycle 
upon  which  we  enter  to-day  is  marked  with 
the  figures  1863.  How  brief  the  interval, 
since  tlie  mcoming  of  the  year  which,  yester- 
day, departed  to  swell  the  accumulation  of 
Time's  gi-and  aggregate — how  the  shadows 
lengthen  backward  on  our  road  as  the  even- 
tide of  life  ch'aws  on,  and  with  w'hat  accel- 
erated step  w^e  pass  these  milestones  which 
mark  our  progress  on  the  journey  of  life. 

"Three  score  years  and  ten"  have  passed 
away  since  those,  whose  memories  I  have 
sought  to  revive,  affixed  their  signatures  to 
the  compact  which  bound  them  together  as 
brothers  in  Hannony  Lodge.  To  those  who 
remember  them,  the  lapse  of  seventy  years 
will  seem  brief  as  a  morning's  ch-eam,  and  yet, 
all  the  hands  which  recorded  those  names 
have  mouldered  into  dust.  No  more  those 
hands  are  clasped  in  fraternal  amity ;  no  more 
those  hands  perform  the  generous  acts  which 
Charity,  the  cardinal  virtue  of  the  order,  im- 
poses, and  no  more  those  hands  assist  each 
other  along  life's  rugged  w^ay,  or  lead  an 
eiTing  brother  back  to  the  haven  of  safety 
and  of  peace.  Their  earthly  labor  is  over, 
for  "there  is  neither  work,  nor  device,  nor 
knowledge  in  the  grave." 

Of  most  of  those  whose  names  I  have  re- 
corded, I  have  a  pcrsotial  recollection — in 
some  cases  confused  and  vague,  and  in  others, 
distinct  and  clear.  Two  examples  are  Joseph 
Ghauam  and  George  Taylok.  The  first  I 
can  just  remeniber  at  about  the  time,  he  left 
Catskill  for  New  York,  where  he  established 
a  boarding-house,  then  and  long  after  cel- 
ebrated as  the  Pearl  Street  House,  and  which, 


I  presume  from  its  location,  was  destroyed  in 
the  great  fire  of  December,  1835.  Of  Mr. 
Graham,  I  know  but  little  beyond  the  fact 
that  he  was  esteemed  a  model  landlord,  and 
that  he  was  the  uncle  of  Dr.  James  H.  Graham 
of  your  Village,  and  of  Mr.  Stephen  Bos- 
worth  and  jMr.  James  D.  Gajjdener,  formerly 
of  Catskill.  Joseph  Graham  has  long  been , 
dead. 

Captain  George  Taylor  also  removed  to 
New  York  and  engaged  in  the  same  business. 
On  my  first  visit  to  the  city,  with  my  father, 
about  forty-five  years  ago,  we  sojourned  at 
his  boarding-house,  in  Water  Street,  near 
Coenties  Slip,  where  the  Catskill  sloops  and 
most  of  the  other  North  River  vessels  laid  up 
in  those  days.  Some  years  subsequently, 
while  employed  as  a  clerk  in  New  York,  I 
boarded  with  Capt.  Taylor,  in  Pearl  Street, 
from  which  place  the  family  moved  to  Broad 
Street,  where  they  remained  untU  the  Cholera 
of  1832  swept  nearly  all  of  them  to  the  grave. 

A  pleasant  old  gentleman  was  George  Tay- 
lor— sociable  and  kind.  I  remember  being 
present  one  night,  at  W.  W.  Van  Loan's,  in 
South  Street,  when  he  met  there  his  old  friend 
James  Bogardus  (or  uncle  Cobus,  as  we  used 
to  call  him. )  I  listened  with  much  interest 
to  their  stories  of  the  olden  time,  and  the  night 
wore  away,  almost  to  its  close,  before  they 
could  make  up  their  minds  to  part,  and  when 
at  last  they  did  so,  I  well  remember  the 
remark  of  one  of  them,  that  it  might  be  '  'the 
last  time  that  they  should  so  enjoy  an  evening 
together."  The  words  were  prophetic,  for 
the  same  night  Capt.  Bogardus,  soon  after 
retiring  to  his  cabin  on  board  of  his  favorite 
vessel,  the  James  Monroe,  was  suddenly 
taken  HI,  and  though  he  lingered  for  a  day  or 
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two,  he  never  spoke  again— his  last  conversa- 
tion had  been  with  his  old  friend— his  last 
words  had  been  exchanged  with  his  in  a  part- 
ing salutation. 

With  perhaps  one  exception,  I  believe  the 
chikh-en  of  George  Taylor  are  all  dead.  The 
two  sons,  James  and  Geoege,  died  many 
years  ago;  Eveline,  who  mairied  Geoege  H. 
Cook,  Maey  and  Naomi  were  all,  I  think, 
victims  to  the  cholera,  as  before  stated,  and 
Mrs.  Feanois  Satee  has  recently  died  in  yom- 
Village.  Mrs.  Peneield,  widow  of  the  late 
esteemed  Samuel  L.  Penfield,  is  the  only 
survivor  of  the  many  immediate  descendants 
of  Captain  Taylor. 

Looking  down  over  the  array  of  names 
before  me,  I  notice  those  of  some  whom  I 
barely  remember,  and  of  whose  histories  I 
linow  Uttle  more  than  might  be  gathered  from 
the  inscriptions  on  their  grave  stones.  Of 
these  are  Philo  Day,  Lyman  Hall  and  Ash- 
ley Gilbeet,  (the  first  the  son,  and  the  other 
two  the  sons-in-law  of  Judge  Stephen  Day)  ; 


RuFus  Stanley,  the  father  of  Mrs.  Wm  H 
Wey;  Petee  Osteehoudt,  who  I  just  renienil 
ber  as  the  Sheriif  and  Goaler  of  Greene  Co 
(the  father  of  Peter  Osterhocdt  Esq  of 
Schoharie  C.  IL  ;)  John  M.  Caxfield,  Caleb 
Street,  John  Bunce,  and  others.  Amoii"- 
those  whom  I  more  clearly  remember,  with 
whose  histories  I  was  more  intimately  ac- 
quainted, and  of  whom  I  have  not  yet  spoken 
are  Isaac  Van  Loan,  Thomas  Hale.  Jacob 
Haigiit,  James  Pinckney,  Freuerick  Chol- 
lette,  and  others. 

But,  Mr.  Editor,  as  it  may  be  considered 
slightly  inappropriate,  at  this  time,  to  mix, 
too  profusely,  the  memories  of  the  dead  with 
the  hoUday  festivities  of  your  readers,  I  will 
"pull  up"  here,  and,  according  to  custom, 
(although  I  must  confess  that  I  have  generally 
found  its  observance  less  profitable  than  pleas- 
ant) tender  to  all  my  old  acquaintances,  to  the 
patrons  of  the  liecordcr,  and  to  yourself,  my 
sincere  wishes  for  a  Happy  New  Year. 
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3  There  are  but  few  more  among  the  signers 
of  the  by-laws  of  Harmony  Lodge,  whom  I 
knew  so  well  as  to  enable  me  to  frame  from 
their  histories  any  sketch  which  would  be 
interesting  to  the  readers  of  the  Recorder. 
Yet,  I  still  recm-  to  the  time-stained  package 
with  mixed  emotions  of  pleasure  and  sadness — 
that  pleasure  which  we  all  have  in  the  re- 
membrance of  earlier  and  happier  days — that 
sadness  which  we  all  feel  as  the  records  bring 
home  to  our  hearts  the  realization  that  the 
years  have  passed  over  us,  and  that  we  are 
old. 

One  of  the  few  remaining  names,  is  that  of 
Isaac  Van  Loan.  He  has  not  been  so  long 
dead,  but  that  most  of  your  villagers  remem- 
ber him  with  the  respect  and  honor  due  to  the 
good  man's  memory.  He  was,  in  early  life, 
a  mason  by  occupation,  but  did  not  long  pur- 
sue the  trade.  Not  a  great  while  after  the 
formation  of  the  County,  he  occupied  the 
position  of  Sheriff,  being  appointed  by  the 
"Governor  and  Council,"  before  that  office 
(Sheriff)  was  made  elective  by  the  Constitu- 
tion of  1821.  Of  course,  I  knew  little  or  noth- 
ing of  him,  personally,  then,  my  first  remem- 
brance dating  from  the  time  when,  about  the 
year  1818,  I  made  my  first  trip  to  New  York, 
on  board  the  good  sloop  Delaware.,  of  which 
he  was  Captain  and  owner.  At  that  time  but 
few  persons  traveled  by  steamboat,  and  almost 
every  incident  of  that  voyage  is  as  distinct  to 


my  recollection  as  though  it  occurred  but 
yesterday.  The  dropping  of  the  anchor  when 
the  tide  was  unfavorable  ;  the  rowing  ashore 
to  procure  milk,  butter  and  Gg'gii  at  the  farm 
houses  ou  the  banks ;  the  assisUng  our  head- 
way, in  the  absence  of  wmd,  by  getting  up  a 
^ 'white  ash  breeze"  ;  the  excellent  fare;  the 
jolly  stories  of  the  passengers,  and  my  emo- 
tions when,  after  a  three  days  i)assage,  we 
came  in  sight  of  the  great  cit}-,'  (then  niimber- 
ing  scarcely  one-tenth  of  its  present  popula- 
tion) win  probably  never  pass  from  my  mem- 
ory. 

In  those  days,  the  Catskill  skippers,  besides 
Captain  Van  Loan,  were  Bare.nt  Du  Bois, 
(father  of  the  lale  Sami-el  Yiv  Bois,)  James 
BoGAHDUs,  Abram  Post,  Capt.  Rockerfeller, 
and  others ;  and  a  more  jovial,  kind-hearted 
band  of  worthies  never  handled  a  tiller.  In- 
deed, I  think  there  was  no  place  of  its  size  on 
the  North  River  where  congregated  so  groat 
a  number  of  River  boatmen,  and  retired  sea- 
faring men,  as  Catskill,  and,  while  their  names 
are  in  my  mind,  I  may  as  well  mention  a 
fe\v. 

Captain  Jacob  Dunham  is,  I  believe,  the 
sole  survivor  of  them  all ;  and  he  can  tell  you, 
better  than  I  can,  of  /(/,?  adventures  by  s^a 
and  land,  in  the  West  Indies  and  along  the 
Mosquito  Shore,  and  of  his  capture  by  the 
Pirates. 

There  was  old  Captain  Drake — we  used  to 
call   him  Admiral — who   became   bliml,  and 
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died  in  the  Alms-house.  Abram  J.  Fonda,  ' 
Captains  Campueli.,  Buittos,  Ben.  Hyde, 
and  a  host  of  others.  These  four  were  good 
story-tellers,  the  three  last  named  being  re- 
uosvned  for  veracity,  and  they  kept  their 
reputations  bright  by  the  frequent  recital  of 
the  wonders  they  had  seen  on  the  great  deep, 
and  in  the  far-off  islands  of  the  sea. 

I  have  sat  for  hours  and  listened  to  the 
stories  of  seal  lishing,  and  of  the  polar  deer 
whose  horns  grew  on  the  tips  of  their  tails,  as 
related  by  Capt.  Campbell.  I  have  enjoyed 
many  an  evening  with  Capt.  Britton,  while  he 
told  of  his  voyage  to  Ireland  with  a  cargo  of 
potatoes,  and  how,  having  accidentally  left 
one  in  each  bag,  he  found,  on  his  return  voy- 
age, his  vessel  (which  he  supposed  to  be  only 
in  ballast)  fast  settling  in  the  water,  and  how, 
upon  taking  up  the  hatches  to  look  for  the 
leak,  he  discovered  that  the  seed  potatoes  had 
propagated,  each  its  bag  full,  so  that  he  re- 
turned with  a  larger  cargo  of  the  esculent  than 
he  set  out  with.  And  how,  on  another  voyage, 
having  lost  overboard  in  mid  ocean  a  line 
female  pointer,  he  was  surprised  and  delighted 
when,  about  ten  days  after  his  arrival  in  port, 
she  came  swimming  into  the  harbor  with  six 
beautiful  pups  at  her  heels;  and,  as  he  re- 
marked :  '  'If  you'll  believe  me,  my  boy,  every 
one  of  them  web-footed,  at  that !" 
2^\^  But  I  think  Ben  Hyde  exceeded  them  all  in 
J^S'the  mai-velous.  The  scenes  of  his  exploits 
^  were,  however,  laid  neai'er  home,  and  ai'e 
doubtless  in  the  memories  of  most  of  your 
readers.  I  well  remember  a  night,  when  the 
w^ind  blew  such  a  hunicane  that  I  supposed 
our  house  would  be  can-ied  away,  and  I  was 
glad  when  daylight  appeared,  so  that  I  might 
get  down  into  Main  Street.  In  the  gi-ey  of 
the  morning  I  met  "Uncle  Ben,"  and  very 
naturally  remarked  that  it  had  been  "an  awful 
windy  night."      "Poh!  my  lad,"   said  he. 


"this  is  but  a  puff.  Once  when  we  were 
sailing  a  vessel  near  the  entrance  of  the  High- 
lands, a  gale  of  wind  sprang  up,  seized  a  cai't, 
with  a  man  and  boy  in  it,  and  a  pair  of  oxen 
attached,  blew  them  all  clear  across  Newburgh 
bay,  and  landed  them  safely  in  an  apple  tree. 
Being  amused  with  the  incident,  1  did  not 
pay  proper  attention  to  the  course  of  the  sloop, 
and  the  mainsail  suddenly  jibing,  the  boom 
caught  under  a  barrel  of  beef,  and  threw  it 
over  Butter  Hill,  where  it  was  found  the  next 
Summer,  (m  the  opposite  side  of  the  mountain 
near  its  summit,  by  a  boy  and  gii'l  who  were 
huckleberrying." 

Bkommt  Fonda  dealt  less  in  the  GuUiverean 
line,  though  he  could  tell  some  good  stories. 
I  remember  an  incident  in  the  early  life  of 
Thtjelow  Weed,  which  he  related,  but  which 
I  would  not  repeat  here  if  it's,  x>robabilitij  had 
not  been  contirmed  by  a  recent  letter  of  Mr. 
Weed's,  declining  a  public  reception  in  New 
York,  in  which  he  mentions  having  first  visit- 
ed that  city  as  a  cabin  boy  of  a  Catskill  sloop. 
Fonda,  who  was  sailing-master  or  skipper  of 
the  vessel,  was  one  morning  engaged  in  con- 
versation with  some  of  the  passengers,  when 
Thurlow,  intent — as  he  even  now  is — upon 
acquiring  useful  information,  stood  listening 
with  curious  visage  and  tea-kettle  in  hand,  to 
the  colloquy.  Being  observed  by  Fonda,  he 
was  sharply  rebuked,  and  ordered  to  duty. —  J 
Frightened  and  disconcerted  by  the  reprimand, 
instead  of  filling  his  tea-kettle,  he  incontinently 
threw  it  overboard — a  feat  which,  about  these 
days,  he  seems  desirous  to  perform  for  the 
Abolition  branch  of  the  Republican  party. 

*         ****** 
But  I  have  quite  forgotten  Capt.  Van  Loan, 
and  having  already  extended  this  article  to  the 
limits  of  my  column,  I  will  defer  my  intended 
sketch  to  another  number. 
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In  the  attic  story  of  the  house  on  the  comer 
of  Main  and  Thomson  streets,  is,  or  was,  a 
spacious  room,  dimly  lighted  by  a  small  win- 
dow at  each  end,  which,  in  my  early  days, 
possessed,  for  me,  a  deep  and  mysterious  in- 
terest. It  was  litted  up  by  Fkancis  Botsfoed, 
at  the  time  the  building  was  erected,  for  the 
uFe  of  the  Masonic  Society  which  succeeded 
Harmony  Lodge,  and  which  was  known  as 
Catskill  Lodge,  No.  102.  The  furniture  was 
plain  and  simple,  consisting  of  four  raised 
desks,  one  on  each  side  of  the  room,  resembling 
oyster-stands,  and  a  number  of  hard-bottomed, 


back-breaking  benches.  What  else  might 
have  been  seen  therein  on  the  working  night 
of  the  lodge,  I  cannot  say,  as  I  never  ap- 
proached nearer  to  it  than,  on  one  occasion, 
to  see  Uncle  Nat.  Eells  sitting  before  the 
door,  with  a  drawn  sword  in  his  hand,  which 
he  flourished  at  me  so  menacingly  as  to  effec- 
tually deter  me  from  all  subsequent  explora- 
tions in  that  direction. 

This  room  was  often  used  by  the  Mechanics' 
Society  for  their  monthly  and  annual  meet- 
ings, by  political  clubs,  mountebanks,  raree 
showmen,  and,  at  one  time,  was  grossly  per- 
verted from  its  original  purpose,  and  hired  to 
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Solomon  Southwiok  for  his  Anti-Masonic 
Sunday  lecturings.  "To  what  base  uses  may 
we  come  at  last !" 

I  well  remember  my  first  introduction  into 
the  room.  It  was  to  witness  an  exhibition  by 
the  noted  showman,  "Old  Sickles,"  whom 
many  of  your  readers  will  doubtless  recollect — 
I  neVer  shall  forget  him.  As  I  entered  the 
door  my  attention  was  arrested  by  the  beauty 
of  the  internal  decorations,  which,  to  my 
mind,  seemed,  at  that  time,  more  magnificent 
than  all  the  many  elaborate  frescoes  which  I 
have  since  seen  and  admired.  On  the  East- 
em  section  of  the  vauhed  ceiling,  a  rising  sun 
of  yellow  ochre  radiated  its  glories  oyer  a 
green  sliy ;  stars,  iu  white,  twinkled  in  an 
indigo  firmament  overhead  ;  in  the  West  w^as 
a  new  moon  resembling  a  choppiug-knife, 
less  the  handle,  and  in  the  far  South  appeared 
a  dark  cloud,  in  size  and  shape  the  fac  simile 
of  a  w^ell-smoked  ham,  with  a  "silver  lining" 
of  fat. 

After  seeing  all  this,  with  Punch  and  Judy, 
the  Babes  in  the  Wood,  and  the  fight  between 
the  Constitution  and  Gticrriere,  almost  con- 
verted into  realities  by  the  skillful  manipifia- 
tions  of  the  immortal  Sickles,  and  listening  to 
his  innumerable  songs,  all  sung  to  the  same 
old  tune,  I  supposed  I  had  seen  and  heard 
about  all  there  was  worth  seeing  or  hearing 
within  the  entire  compass  of  the  earth's  peri- 
phery. Very  vivid  is  the  remembrance  of 
this  my  first ''  'show. "  In  the  twalight  of  th  is 
dusky  afternoon,  my  "mind's  eye"  presents 
the  dapper  fomi  of  Sickles,  clad  in  tight 
breeches,  buff  vest,  and  bob-tail  coat ;  I  see 
again  the  robin  red-breasts  descending,  on 
paste-board  wings,  to  strew  green  paper  leaves 
over  the  deserted  babes ;  I  witness  agam  the 
o-ambols  of  as  many  unrecorded  aquatic 
monsters  as  could  be  crowded  into  an  eight- 
foot  ocean  ;  my  olfactories  inhale  the  sulphu- 
reous odor  of  the  pop-guns  of  the  mimic  Iron- 
sides, and  the  tympanum  of  memory  vibrates 
responsive  to  the  rattling  chorus  of  "Down, 
deny  down."  Peace  to  the  ashes,  and  honor 
to  the  memory  of  the  jovial,  gentlemanly, 
genial  old  boy,  Sickles ! 

As  I  said  before,  the  room  was  occupied  by 
Catskill  Lodge,  circum  1818,  but  the  records 
show  that  many  of  the  old  members  of  llar- 
niony  joined  the  new  association,     ihe  hrst 


Masonic  procession  which  I  ever  witnessed 
was  of  this  Lodge.  It  was  in  the  month  of 
June,  and  I  remember  that  joyful  anticipation 
roused  me  vcrj-  early  in  the  morning  of  one 
of  the  longest  days  in  the  year,  that  I  might 
be  ready  for  the  occasion,  and  those  were 
long  weary  hours  in  which  I  watched  and 
wahed  for  the  pageant.  At  last  it  came, 
heralded  by  the  shrill  notes  of  "the  wry- 
necked  fife,"  blown  by  the  sore-eyed  tailor, 
Mitchell,  and  the  rub-a-dub  of  Uncle  Dave 
Hamlin's  dmm.  Next  in  order  came  the 
Catskill  Band,  composed  of  old  Charles 
Backus,  John  BooAUors,  and  one  Beruy, 
wUh  three  clarionets ;  younfj  Chas.  Backus 
with  his  bass  drum,  looking,  for  all  the  world, 
like  his  namesake,  "the  rosy  god,"  except 
tliat  instead  of  being  astride  his  barrel,  he  had 
it  strapped  across  his  diaphragm;  one,  whotic 
name  I  have  forgotten,  with  a  big  b^^ssoon,  and 
then  three  more  Backuses,  (Bill,  Jkmx  and 
Jake,)  with  blue  sashes  and  trianghs.  [ I  think 
that  about  that  time  my  highest  ambition  was  to 
wear  a  blue  sasli  and  "play  tlie  triangles,  and  I 
have  not  yet  foigotten  liow  I  spoiled  a  jiretty 
good  fire-'sliovel — and  got  licked  for  it,  too — 
by  breakhig  off  the  handle  and  twisting  it  into 
an  isagon,  upon  which  I  performed  with  a 
spike  extracted  from  one  of  the  bar-posts.] 


Then  came  the  Worshipful  :\Iaster,  Thomas  ft 
Hale,  tall,  straight  and  puritanical ;  Nathan-  ^V 
lEL  lIiNMAN,  with  the  open  Bible  on  his  out-  ^r 
stretched  arms,  and  a  face  which  would  have 
puzzled  Lavater  to  guess  whether  it  was  cry- 
ing or  laughing ;  Nat.  Eelus,  senior,  duuldij 
armed  with  his  Tyler's  sword,  ami  a  nos..-  like 
the  prow  of  an  iron-clad;  Wardens  with  white 
sticks  and  blue  ribbons;  and,  then,  a  long 
train  of  members,  with  collars  and  scarfs,  and 
the  other  trappings  of  the  order,  looking  so 
decidedly  antique  that,  if  there  hail  been  a 
dirty  apron  among  them,  I  should  have  R-adily 
believed  it  had  been  soiled  by  the  veriH^le 
mortar  used  in  the  building  of  Solomon's 
Temple. 

After  perambulating  the  Village,  keeping 
step  to  the  tune  of  "Come,  Brothers,  prepare,' 
the  procession  repaired  to  St.  Luke's  Church, 
to  listen  to  an  atldress  from  the  worthy  Chap- 
lain, the  Rev.  Josei-h  Pkentiss— in  which 
!  place,  for  lack  of  a  better,  I  will  leave  them, 
j  and  my  remmiscences,  until  some  future  issue 
I  of  the  Recorder. 
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I  closed  my  last  sketch,  by   leaving  the 
members  of  the  Masonic   ]^"^-aternity  in   St. 
Luke's  Church,  listening  to  an  address  from 
the  Rev.  Joseph  Pkentiss.     This  clergyman 
will  be  remembered  by  many  inhabitants  of 
Catskill,  as  perhaps,  the  most  eloquent  divine 
who  ever  occujiied  the  desk  of  that  chiu-ch. 
It  is  doubtful  whether  any  Rector  ever  received 
such  a  measure  of  love  as  his  parishioners 
bestowed  on  him  ;  and  it  is  equally  doubtful 
whether  any  Rector  so  well  merited  the  un- 
bounded affections  of  his  people.    Frequently, 
even  at  this  day,  I  meet  some   old  fellow- 
I    townsman,  or  school-mate,  and  it  is  seldom 
that  our  conversation  does  not  revert  to  the 
good  old  days  of  our  youth,  and  among  the 
many  pleasant  memories  of  those  days,  that 
of  Mr.  Prentiss  is  the  most  prominent  and 
enduring.     Gentle,  cheerful  and  afe'ectionate 
in  disposition,  he  mingled  with  the  people, 
and  while  he  thought  no  evil  of  others,  he  was 
incapable  of  the  suspicion  that  evil  could  be 
y\  meditated  by  others  against  himself.     But  it 
^y  has  been  said  that  "It  is,  alas!  too  true,  with 
dJ   respect  to  the   clergy,  that   anything  like  a 
freedom   of  genial   intercourse,    will   afPord 
occasion  which  will  be  used  against  them." 
He  was  not  an  exception  to  this  truism. — 
Groundless  insinuations  and  half  uttered  slan- 
ders, vexed  a  mind,  which,  though  strong  to 
contend  for  the  truth,  was  unused  to  combat 
calumny,  and  he  retired  from   the   field  in 
which  he  had  so  long,  so  zealously  and  so 
successfully  labored.     The  mutterings  of  de- 
famatory malice  did  not  long  vex  his  ear,  f  or 
death— that  sudden  death  from  which  he  had 
so  often  prayed  the  good  Lord  to  deliver  us— 
removed  him  to  a  better  world.     In  the  church 
in  which  he  had  so  long  ministered,  a  tablet 
was  erected  to  his  memoiy,  expressive  of  the 
sorrow  of  "the  Wardens  and  Vestry,"  some 
of  luhom  had  followed  him  with  vituperation 
to  the  brink  of  the  grave.     When,  years  after, 
the  church  edifice  was  burned,  more  than  one 
person  rejoiced   that  the   conflagration  had 
destroyed  that  lying  record  of  regret. 

But  let  us  look  about  at  those  who  were 
congregated  to  listen  to  the  address,  upon  the 
occasion  alluded  to.  Tiie  eye  of  memory 
rests,  first,  upon  the  whitened  locks  of  <rood 
old  James  Coi.k.  He  was  among  the  earlier 
settlers  of  Catskill,  and,  as  long  ago  as  I  can 
remember,  a  widower.  He  had  two  sons 
JiEA  and  Alaxson.     Jira  was  a  tutor  or  pro- 


fessor in  a  Baptist  College  near  Utica,  and 
may  be  still  living.  Alanson,  (better  known 
as  "Buck  Cole,")  had  a])e7ichant  for  the  sea, 
and  after  starting  on  his  third  voyage,  was 
heard  from  no  more.  His  father  bore  up 
under  this  and  other  afflictions,  for  some  years 
but  his  reason  gave  way  at  last,  and  one 
morning  his  body  was  found  floating,  lifeless 
in  the  Catskill.  ' 

Near  him  sits  James  Collier,  whose  life 
presents  little  that  is  note-worthy,  save  one 
incident  which  I  never  shall  forget:  a  strollino- 
vagabond  had  stolen  from  him  an  ox-chain° 
was  arrested  and  committed  to  jail.     Impris- 
onment seemed  to  Collier  too  light  a  punish- 
inent  for  the  offense,  and  he,  with  the  con- 
nivance of  the  jailor,  consented  to  release  the 
thief  and  give  him  a  pint  of  whiskey,  if  he 
would  suffer  himself  to  be   whipped  thirty 
lashes  on  the  bare  back.     One  of  the  poplar 
trees  which  then  bordered  the  avenue  leading 
to  the  Presbyterian  Chm-ch,  was  selected  as  a 
whippmg-post ;  the  culprit  was  stripped,  and 
Collier  proceeded  to  inflict  the  punishment.— 
I  can  almost  see,  now,  the  livid  track  of  the 
t\visted  thong  imprinted  on  the  naked  flesh. 
The  binatal  act  was,  however,  a  brief  one,  for 
at  the  third  blow,  Moses  I.  Cantine  pressed 
through  the  crowd,  hurled  Collier  to  the  earth, 
released  the  bound  wretch  from  his  confine- 
ment, and  giving  him  a  small  sum  of  money, 
bade   him   begone.      I  always  looked  Avith 
hoiTor  upon  Collier  afterwards. 


Another  of  that  Masonic  gathering,  was 
Cornelius  Du  Bois.  He  was  the  eldest  son 
of  Capt.  Barent  Du  Bois,  and  was  a  lawyer 
by  profession.  He  died  many  years  ago,  and 
I  know  httle  of  his  history.  His  widow,  I 
believe,  still  survives,  and  his  two  daughters 
are  weU  known  to  every  inhabitant  of  °Cats- 
kill,  for  their  constant  attendance,  in  storm  as 
wen  as  in  sunshine,  at  St.  Luke's  Church  and 
Sunday  School. 

TnoMAs  Hale,  Mackey  Croswell,  and 
Francis  Botsford,  of  whom  I  have  heretofore 
spoken,  were  also  there,  with  Abram  F. 
RioHTMETER,  *  who  is,  I  believc,  still  with  you, 
and  who  is  about  the  only  survivor  of  all  those 
who  composed  that  Masonic  assemblage ;  D. 
D.  DuTCiiER,  a  tobacconist,  and  afterwards  a 
partner  m  business  of  the  late  John  Cargill  ; 
William Chidester  (usually  called  "squealing 
TirlA  l  "^^"^  ^-  ^^""'^  (familiarly  known  as 
Old  Verachter  ;")  Noah  Lindset,  who  used 
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to  tell  the  story  about  Gabriel's  hom,  and  tell !  to  mind  some  incidents  in  their  histories  which 


it  well,  too ;  Egbert  Bogardus  (time  out  of 
mind  the  Town  and  Village  tax  gatherer;) 
William  Tinker,  (a  hatter,  and  the  best  look- 
ing man  I  ever  saw)  and  many  others,  whose 
names  are  before  me,  were  there.    I  could  call 


might  interest  your  readers,  but,  as  I  have 
about  used  up  my  column,  I  must  defer  their 
recital  to  a  future  number. 


*Since  deceased. 


CONCLUSION  OF  HARMONY  LODGE  PAPERS. 


[On  the  23d  of  April,  1863,  in  consequence  of 
ill-health  and  pressing  business  cares,  Mr.  Pinck- 
NEY  was  compelled  to  conclude  his  Sketches,  as 
follows :] 

Harmony  Lodge  Papers. — When  the  series 
of  sketches,  imder  the  above  title,  was  com- 
menced, it  was  with  the  hope  that  the  subject 
might  elicit,  fi'om  abler  hands,  more  detailed 
biographies  of  the  old  inhabitants  of  Catskill, 
than  my  imperfect  recollection  and  limited 
sources  of  information  enabled  me  to  furnish. 
There  must  be  many  yet  living,  who  remem- 
ber well  the  members  of  Harmony  Lodge, 
whose  names  and  memories  I  have  sought  to 
revive  and  perpetuate  ;  and  who,  being  in 
daily  communication  with  their  descendants, 
might  gather  a  store  of  reminiscences  interest- 
ing to  the  readers  of  the  Recorder.  It  is  a 
wide  and  pleasant  field  in  which  to  labor,  and 
I  still  hope  that  some  one  having  more  leisure, 
and  enjoying  better  facilities  than  myself, 
may  enter  upon  the  task. 

As  I  replace  the  old  papers  in  the  bundle, 
and  seal  the  package,  preparatory  to  returning 
it  to  the  archives  of  the  Lodge,  I  feel  as  though 
I  was  parting  again  from  familiar  friends. — 
Many,  yes,  most,  of  those  whose  names  are 
there  recorded,  have  passed  away  from  earth, 
and,  in  a  few  short  years,  their  memories  will  I 


have  also  passed  away  from  the  minds  of  all, 
save  a  few  who,  like  me,  derive  more  pleasure 
in  the  pa«<  than  is  supplied  l)y  the  jjrcsent, 
or  promised  in  the  future  of  life. 

If  my  crude  and  incoherent  sketches  of 
these  worthies  of  the  olden  time  have  afforded 
one  moment's  gratification  to  any  of  your 
readers — if  I  have  called,  pleasantly,  to"  the 
mind  of  one  of  my  fellow-townsmen  the 
remembrance  of  a  loved  and  departed  relative 
or  friend — if  I  have  carried  thoughts  back  to 
the  careless,  happy  days  of  youth,  (for  we 
all,  I  fancy,  esteem  our  youthful  days  the 
happiest)  or  if  any  one  recollecting  the  virtues 
of  these  "forefathers  of  the  hamlet,"  has 
resolved  to  emulate  them,  I  shall  be  more ' 
than  satisfied. 

The  package  is  scaled — the  faded  manu- 
scripts are  hidden  from  my  sight,  probably 
forever.  Commending  the  materials  (which 
I  feel  that  I  have  failed  to  weave  into  forms 
either  satisfactory  to  myself,  or  acceptable  to 
the  public,)  to  the  hand  of  some  abler  work- 
man, it  only  remains  for  me  to  close  with  the 
words  of  the  poet-ploughman — albeit  I  am 
not  one  of  the  "favored  and  enlightened  few" 
to  whom  the  arcana  of  Masonry  have  been 
revealed — 

"Adieu!  a  heart-warm,  fond  adieu. 
Ye  brothers  of  the  mvstic  tie." 
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January  24,  1856. 

Some  thirty  or  forty  miles  below  the  city 
of  Albany,  is  situated  "the  town  of  Catskill. 
The  voyager  upon  the  Hudson,  and  the  trav- 
eler by  railroad,  may  pass  and  repass  the 
cluster  of  dilapidated  buildings  which  cover 
"the  Point,"  and  not  dream  that  within  a 
short  half  mile  of  them  lies  a  pleasant  little 
village,  situated  along  the  two  sides  of  a 
stream,  from  which  both  the  town  and  the 
blue  mountains  which  overshadow  it  derive 
their  names.  Yet  that  it  really  lies  there,  an 
experience  of  nearly  forty  years,  by  way  of 
residence,  has  fully  demonstrated  to  me. — 
Here,  infancy  and  youth  and  early  manhood 
were  passed,  and  to  this  spot,  as  I  pass  down 
the  hill  of  life,  I  become  more  and  more 
bound  by  many  pleasant  recollections.  Mem- 
ory seerns  to  invest  the  old  mountains  Avith  a 
loftier  grandem-,  and  to  make  sweeter  the  music 
of  the  streams  of  my  early  home. 
!  But  I  did  not  intend  to  describe  the  beauties 
with  which  Nature  has  suiTounded  the  Village 
of  Catskill.  The  pen  of  Irving,  and  the  pen- 
cil of  Cole  have  already  given  them  immor- 
tality ;  for  here  the  poet-painter  turned  his 
footsteps,  after  tirmg  of  Italian  landscapes, 
to  live  among  and  gaze  upon  the  varied  scenery 
of  mountain,  and  meadow,  and  river  and 
woodland,  with  an  eye  which  never  wearied 
of  their  beauties  until  it  closed  in  death. 

This  Village  has  probably  undergone  fewer 
changes  than  any  other  in  this  country.  The 
same  houses  which  were  builded  hy  the  early 
settlers,  are  stiU  the  habitations  of  tneir  de- 
scendants, and,  save  on  the  sites  of  a  few  of 
those  destroyed  by  lire,  a  few  years  since,  I 
do  not  know  of  an  entirely  new  house  having 
been  erected  in  the  compact  part  of  the  Vil- 
lage for  many  years.  A  little  paint  in  the 
Spring,  and  an  occasional  shingle  over  a  leaky 
spot  in  the  roof,  are  all  the  repairs  they  receive, 
and,  indeed,  all  which  they  seem  to  require. 
Like  the  garments  of  the  Israelites,  they  ap- 
pear to  be  exempted  from  decay.  And  so 
with  the  population  ;  biilhs  and  immigration 
have  kept  pace  so  steadily  with  death  and 
removal,  as  to  render  the  semi-decennial  labors 
of  the  census-marshal  of  little  importance  to 
the  statistics  of  the  State. 

In  past  years  this  place  enjoyed  a  profitable 
trade,  possessed  a  brisk  and  thriving  com- 
merce,  and   promised   to  gi'ow  rapidly   into 


wealth  and  greatness.  It  is  not  my  business 
to  determine  the  causes  which  prevented  its 
natural  business  advantages  fi'om  being  im- 
proved, or  which  clogged  the  wheels  of  its 
commercial  prosperity,  though  it  has  been 
asserted  that  the  jealous  selfislmess  of  individ- 
uals who  possessed  the  means  to  advance 
the  interests  of  the  Village,  contributed  largely 
to  retard  its  progress.  But  whatever  the 
causes,  the  fact  is  undeniable  that,  for  many 
years,  the  Village  has  been  at  a  "stand-still," 
if,  indeed,  it  has  not  been  slightly  retrogi-ess- 
ive  in  its  course  ;  and  although  to  the  man  of 
business  this  state  of  affairs  may  be  deplorable, 
I  confess  I  love  to  think  the  old  place  is  stiU 
imchanged. 

Yet  there  have  been  changes  and  improve- 
ments, too.     For  a  few  j^ears  past,  the  atten- 
tion of  the  inhabitants  has  been  directed  to 
the  gi-ave-yard  of  Catskill.     Much  has  been 
done  by  them  in  the  embellishment  of  their  / 
burial  place,    and  they    have   succeeded  in  A 
changing  the  arid  sand-hill  into  a  well  arranged  ^ 
and   sylvan   Cemetery.     However  much  the 
Villagers  may  have  neglected  their  own  habi- 
tations,   they  have   not    neglected  to  make 
pleasant  the  dwellings  of  their  dead. 

And  there  have  been  changes — sad  changes — 
in  the  town,  too.  A  new  generation  has 
sprung  up  in  the  places  of  the  old  inliabitants, 
and  of  those  whom  I  knew  in  my  childhood, 
scarcely  one  sunaves,  except  in  the  recollec- 
tion of  some  such  a  lover  of  old  memories  as 
myself. 

There  was  honest  "Cobus"  Bogaedtjs,  stub- 
bornly honest,  and  doubtless  honestly  stub- 
born— he  had  "away  of  his  own,"  and  he 
luould  have  it.  It  mattered  not  much,  how- 
ever, for  it  was  generally  the  right  way.  I 
saw  him  on  his  death-bed,  on  board  the  vessel 
which  he  built,  and  sailed,  and  of  which  he 
was  so  proud.  Old  "Hank"  Van  Gorden, 
warm-hearted  and  generous,  "a  fellow  of 
infinite  jest."  He  seemed  old  to  me  then, 
but  the  record  on  his  tomb -stone  tells  that  he 
went  hence  in  early  afternoon  of  life ;  Cap- 
tains Britton  and  Campbell,  who  for  many 
years  "went  down  into  the  sea  in  ships,"  and 
laid  up,  at  last,  in  the  quiet  Village,  to  tell 
over  the  wonders  which  they  had  seen,  and 
some  which,  it  was  suspected,  they  had  not 
seen.  They,  both,  long  ago,  rode  out  the 
storms  of  life ;   '  'Uncle  Nat.  "  Wilson,  too, 
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excellent  old  man !  or  rather  excellent  old  j 
boy !  for  time  affected  him  not  as  other  men,  j 
and  successive  yeai's  scored  no  age  marks  on 
his  heart.  And  there  was  good  old  Dr.  , 
PoETEK,  who,  in  his  youth,  beat  the  dnmi  to  i 
call  the  revolutionary  fathers  to  the  combat,  j 
and  in  after  days  sounded  the  call  to  marshal 
their  children  under  the  banner  of  \]ie  Cross.  \ 
How  well  I  remember  the  good  old  man  and  j 
his  household,  and  how,  one  by  one,  each  ; 
member  of  that  household  passed  away  before  ' 
he  was  called  to  his  gi-eat  reward. 

And  there  was  the  Rev.  Joseph  Prentiss, 
who  labored  also  in  the  Master's  vineyard, 
and  sought  to  win  men  to  righteousness,  with 
an  eloquence  rarely  surpassed.  He  went 
away,  too,  to  his  recompense,  and  many  an 
eye,  imused  to  tears,  wept  at  the  tidings  of 
that  "sudden  death"  from  which  he  had  so 
often  prayed,  in  the  beautiful  language  of  the 
Litany,  the  "Good  Lord"  to  "deliver  us." 

And  there  w^as  Captain  Hale,  by  whose 
movements  housewives  used  to  set  their  clocks 


at '  'high  noon" ;  and  Doctor  Croswell,  whom 
everybody  loved,  and  who,  at  the  time  of  his 
death  in  a  good  old  age,  held  the  eame  ajipoinl- 
ment  conferred  ujion  him  by  the  great  Wash- 
INGTON  ;  and  liis  brother  Mackat,  who,  more 
than  seventy  years  ago,  estabhshed  at  Cut- kill 
a  newspaper  whic'h  is  still  in  existence  ;  and 
Captain  Barf.nt  Dr  Bois,  who  seemed  to  be  a 
friend  to  every  body  but  Tories  and  Indians ; 
and  scores  of  othci-s,  with  whom  I  was  ac- 
quainted, or  I  may  say  intimate,  (for  when 
a  mere  boy.  I  \\'as,  some  how,  a  favorite  with 
the  old  men,)  whose  virtues,  and  peculiarities, 
and  eccentricities  are  well  worth  placing  on 
record,  both  for  the  instruction  and  amu^H.'- 
ment  of  those  who  now  possess  their  places. 
This  task  I  propose  to  perform,  as  leisure  may 
permit,  if  you,  Mr.  Editor,  shall  think  a  col- 
umn of  your  paper  not  unworthily  employed 
in  reviving  the  memories  of  those  "forefathers 
of  the  hamlet"  who  sleep  in  the  Calskill 
Cemeter}'. 


CATSKILL  CEMETERY  PAPERS.— No.  H. 


and  the  Embaught,  and  the  pleasant  Bockover.  A^ 
Here  Spring  found  these  early  settlers  pre- ^P^JJ 
paring  the  generous  soil  for  the  grain;   here    ^ 
Summer   smiled   upon   their   waving   fields; 
here  Autumn  was  fragrant  with  the  odor  of 
the  ripened  fruit  of  their  orchards  ;  and  here 
Winter  listened  to  their  Christmas  carols,  the 
kitchen  songs  of  their  hapi\v  darkies,  anil  the 
meny  ringing  of   their  sleigh-bells,  as  they 
traveled  with  sleek   hoi-ses  and  high-back.d 
"pungs"  to  interchange  visits  and  the  compli- 
ments" of   the  season   with   distant  relatives, 


MABOn  20,  1856. 

I  Among  the  tomb-stones  in  '  'Our  Cemetery, " 
is  one  erected  to  the  memoiy  of  Ira  Day. 
The  simple  inscription  of  his  name,  and  age, 
and  the  day  of  his  death,  is  the  only  record 
of  one  to  whose  enterprise,  energj^  and  liberal 
spirit,  the  Village  is  indebted  for  much  of  its 
early  prosperity  and  promise. 

•^*        *        *        *        *        *        * 
When  the  descendants  of  the  Dutch  settlers 
at  New  York  began  to  realize  that  there  were 

desirable  arable  and  wood  lands  above  the  flow  ,  ^.^^,.=  „.    ._.,.-  „.     ,    ,   i  ;„  ,i„. 

of  salt  water  lym-  unimproved  and  unen-  |  acquaintances  or  friends,  al  included  in  the 
?ovecT  the  adVenturous  among  them  left  the  I  comprehensive  title  of  «c/r/Ai,or..  Here  hey 
sWd  of  Manhattan,  and  the'pleasant  West-  lived  in  the  good  old  ^^Z;^;^^^ 
Chester  country,  to  explore  the  upper  waters  Dutch  progenitors,  keep  ng  hol>  la>  the  f  s 
of  ^ShuTou  SkiAing  the  tall  palisades,  tivals  of  Paas  and  Pinkster,  and  here  l.e> 
dasto^  tSx^ugh  the  broad  Zees  of  Tappaan  :  died  and  were  buried  in  the  convivial  fashion 
and  Haverstraw,  penetrating  the  dark  passes    of  their  fatherland. 

of  the   ni«-hlands,   and  sailing  along,    past  .      j^  ^j^^  ^.^^j-se  of  time,  tidings  of  the  sotUe- 
sunny  nook's  and  quiet  bays,  and  bold  promon-  |  ^^^^^^^^  ^^^^  j,^  prosperity,  readied  the  ears  <.f 
tones   they   came  at  last  to  a  little  island,  |  ^^^  i^^.^Al  dwellers  in  Councctieut  and  .^lass- 
upon  which  stood  a  solitary  pine  tree,  a  prom-  j  j^^^jjusetts. 
SX"'i':/BU;trZtJ'Si      I-UUo.,U,.,l,epr„vi„ceo,NowV.,rU,v. 

this 

to  seek 

plains  shadowed  by  the  lofty  Catskiiis.   ^^\^^^^^,;'^;^'^n^A  a  perilous  and 

[ocated  along  the  Creek,  -^f.^l^Xt^^^''^^^^^^^  -^^^  ''^   ^"^'"'^^  ""' 

with  the   Hudson;    some   follo:^'-^.  \^P  Ji^!  i  ^^l^L   ^-h.  ventured  \o  "go  over"   wen>  a.s 

they  had 
even  then 


nd   they   named  Bompies   ^ooi^'  '^"'^^Jl      .^i;",,   i,,- 'the  descendants  of  the  Pilgrims, 
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the  spirit  of  enterprise  was  an  important  com- 
poueul  of  Yanliee  character,  and  Avliile  they 
listened  to  the  history  of  the  distant  Dutch 
colony,  there  were  some  who  resolved  to 
emigrate.  Among  thjse  was  Stepiien  Day. 
With  him,  to  resolve  was  to  do,  and  a  little 
time  foimd  him  established  at  Catskill,  ex- 
changing the  wares  of  the  Eastern  colonies, 
and  imports  from  the  West  India  islands,  for 
the  grain  of  the  farmer,  and  the  dairy  products 
of  the  "goede  \touws"  of  all  the  region  round 
about.  The  trade  \vas  profitable,  and,  before 
many  years,  the  plain  Stephen  Day  became 
the  wealthy  Judge  Day. 

Retiringwith  a  competency,  he  left  the  field 
of  trallic  to  his  sons,  all  of  whom  he  had 
trained  in  strict  business  habits,  and  titted  to 
tread  the  path  which  had  led  him  to  indepen- 
dence and  honor.  Prominent  among  the  f  our 
brothers  was  the  eldest,  Ira.  Possessed  of 
the  confidence  of  the  whole  community  in 
which  he  lived — a  confidence  won  by  an 
integilty  which  I  have  never  heard  question- 
ed— he  at  once  assumed  the  foremost  place 
among  the  business  men  of  the  town,  and  for 
many  years  was  prosperous  to  the  full  extent 
of  any  reasonable  hope.  But  he  did  not  live 
for  himself  alone.  His  prosperity  was  shared 
by  many,  in  the  benefits  diffused  through  all 
the  ramifications  of  an  extended  business. — 
J  The  causeway  which  connects  the  shore  of 
the  Hudson  with  the  little  island  of  Bompies 
Hook,  (and  which  was,  in  those  days,  a  work 
of  prodigious  magnitude,)  gave  to  many  labor- 
ers the  means  of  support.  The  banks  of  the 
Creek  were  built  up  with  his  wai'ehouses, 
when  many  others  found  employment  and 
generous  remuneration.  The  carpenter  built 
his  houses,  and  his  own  workmen  were  the 
tenants.  For  him  the  ship-wright  constructed 
vessels,  and  the  woodman  felled  and  made 
merchandise  of  the  thick  forests  which  cover- 
ed the  hill-sides  and  the  margins  of  the  moun- 
tain streams.  Mechanics,  mariners,  laborers, 
and  his  fellow-merchants,  all  participated  in 
his  gains,  and  were  stimulated  by  his  success; 
and,  had  no  reverse  occurred,  there  can  be 


little  doubt  that,  through  him,  and  through 
the  force  of  his  example,  the  town  of  Catskill 
would  this  day  have  occupied  that  position 
among  the  cities  of  the  State  to  which  its  local 
advantages  so  eminently  entitled  it. 

But,  in  the  midst  of  all  this  prosperity,  a 
monetary  crisis  amved.  With  a  business  so 
extende(J,  he  found  it  difficult  to  draw  in  and 
concentrate  his  defences  against  the  commer- 
cial storm. 

Those  to  whom  he  had  ever  been  a  benefac- 
tor and  friend  were  panic-stricken,  and  stood 
oXooi, prudently  husbanding  the  means  which 
in  some  measure  they  owed  to  him,  and  left 
him  to  contend  alone.  The  thought  that  his 
hitherto  unsullied  name  should  be  tarnished, 
and  the  belief  (weU  founded,  or  fancied,  God 
knows)  that  he  was  deserted  by  those  with 
whom  he  had  shared  the  fruits  of  his  labors, 
smote  his  brain,  and  Reason  fled  from  her 
throne  forever ! 

I  was  young  then,  and  do  not  remember  all 
the  circumstances  which  led  to  his  failure,  nor 
how  long  he  lived  after  his  mind  gave  way, 
but  I  do  well  remember  the  bright,  sunny 
noon-time,  when,  on  leaving  the  ViUage 
school,  it  vfas  told  me  that  Ira  Day  had  died 
by  his  own  hand.  I  remember,  too,  the  day 
of  his  funeral,  and  I  can,  even  now,  almost 
feel  the  weight  of  that  sadness  and  gloom 
which  seemed  to  settle  down  upon  and  en-  r 
shroud  the  hearts  of  every  one  in  that  long 
procession  which  foUowed  him  to  his  last 
repose  in  "Our  Cemetery." 


A  plain  slab  marks  the  spot  where  they  laid 
him — all  around  stand  elaborately  wrought 
monuments,  covered  with  the  recital  of  the 
virtues  of  other  dead,  and  expressive  of  the 
grief  of  sui-viving  friends.  I  am  not  disposed 
to  contradict  the  chiseled  testimony  of  these 
marble  memorials,  though  I  may,  perhaps,  be 
allowed  to  doubt  whether  among  all  these 
silent  sleepers  there  rests  one  whose  memory 
should  be  cherished  with  a  more  lasting  regret 
than  the  lamented  Ira  Day. 
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A  week  of  warm,  sunny  weather,  succeeded 
by  a  timely  and  refreshing  rain,  has  ushered 
in  the  Spring,  and  Nature  rejoices  in  a  happy 
deliverance  from  the  rigor  of  a  severe  and 
protracted  Winter. 

It  has  not  ])een  pleasant,  during  the  cold 
and  tedious  months  to  thhik  of  the  dead  in 
'  'Our  Cemetery. "  It  is  not  pleasant  to  remem- 
ber that,  all  Winter  long,  as  in  many  a  long 


Winter  before,  they  have  lain  in  their  cold 
beds,  beneath  the  deep  snow-diifts ;  and  that, 
all  Winter  long,  the  chill  winds  have  moaned 
over  them  in  tones  to  which  those  of  human 
lamentation  are  feeble  and  vain. 

But  I  do  love  to  think  of  departed  acquaint- 
ances and  companions,  and  friends,  in  the 
Spring-time,  and  to  indulge  in  the  fancy 
(almost  the  belief)  that  they,  too,  feel  the 
warm  rays  of  the  returning  sun,  and  the  soft 
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influences  of  the  rural  breezes,  and  listen  to 
the_ songs  of  the  little  birds  in  the  branches 
which  bend  over  their  quiet  graves. 

And  of  all  of  whom  it  is  thus  pleasant  to 
think,  there  is  none  whose  menioiy  is  revived 
with  a  deeper  affection  and  reverence  than  that 
of  Doctor  Croswell;  the  good  old  "Uncle Doc- 
tor" of  my  boyhood's  remembrance  and  love. 

— I  have  before  said  that  I  have  no  record 
from  which  to  write  the  history  of  the  lives 
of  the  early  settlers  of  Catskil'l,  nor  is  it  my 
intention  to  attempt  the  task,  I  am  content 
if  I  shall  be  able  to  bring  them  back  to  the 
mind  and  memory  of  some  one  better  qualitied 
than  myself  worthily  to  perform  that  labor  of 
love. 

My  earliest  recollections  of  Dr.  Croswell  are 
associated  with  the  sugar-plums  and  licorice- 
sticks  with  which  his  capacious  pockets  were 
stored,  and  which,  for  all  my  youthful  ail- 
77iet2ts,  were  a  sovereign  panacea  whose  sweet 
flavor  still  seems  to  linger  on  my  tongue.  I 
remember  his  kind  looks  and  cheerful  laugh, 
and  can  recall  the  very  words  of  the  nursery 
songs  which  he  essayed  to  sing,  albeit  the 
melody  was  not  of  the  richest,  nor  the  music 
precisely  such  as  would  be  adapted  to  a  modern 
concert-room,  for  the  chief  est  merits  of  the 
Doctor's  warbling  was  that  it  came  directly 
up  fi'om  his  benevolent  heart. 

Many  years  ago — long  before  I  can  remem- 
ber— he  came  to  CatskOl,  and  commenced  the 
practice  of  medicine.  He  also,  in  connection 
with  his  brother  Maokat,  established  a  weeldy 
newspaper,  of  which  there  were  but  few  then 
in  existence  in  the  country. 

In  this  little  printing  office,  all  the  time 
which  could  be  spared  fi'om  the  arduous  duties 
of  a  physician  in  a  new,  extensive  and  sparsely 
settled  district,  was  occupied  in  the  printing 
for  a  wide  range  of  country,  and  the  hebdom- 
adal publication  of  a  paper  which  soon  became 
a  necessity  to  the  inhabitants  of  aU  the  region 
South  of  Albany,  and  between  the  Hudson 
River  and  the  then  far-off  Susquehanna  and 
Chenango. 

Many  a  long  night,  passing  into  morning, 
found  him  engaged  at  the  "case,  "or  in  carving 
wood-cuts,  rude  enough,  ti'uly,  but  which  in 
those  primitive  days  were  viewed  with  as 
much  admiration  as  are  now  the  productions 
of  the  burins  of  our  most  finished  artists. — 
Morning  succeeded  night  but  to  call  him  to 
the  sick  chambers  of  his  patients,  and  thus 
day  and  night  were  but  changes  of  a  toil  of 
which  the  profession  in  these  days  can  scarcely 
be  conceptible.  In  process  of  time  a  Post 
Office  was  established  at  Catskill,  and  the 
Doctor  received  the  appointment  of  Postmaster 
under  the  hand  of  Gkokge  Washington.  How 
well  and  how  faithfully  he  performed  the 
duties,  may  be  inferred  from  the  fact  that, 
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through  all  administrations  of  the  Government 
and  tlu'ougli  all  tlie  mutations  of  politics,  he 
held  the  appointment  for  tiftv  vears,  and  only 
resigned  it  into  the  hands  of"  Death, 

So,  from  early  manhood  to  old  age  he  lived 
and  labored  in  the  Village  of  Catskill.  Many 
whose  first  earthly  gaze  was  upon  the  Doctor'"s 
face,  grew  up,  through  childhood  and  youth, 
to  man's  estate,  and  then  gave  their  last  look 
to  that  same  kind  face  as  they  passed  away 
forever.  Few  who  began  life  with  him  here", 
remain,  and  yet  he  lingered  to  miniBtcr  to  the 
children  and  children's  children  of  his  early 
associates  and  friends. 

With  no  family,  except  his  excellent  wife, 
who  still  survives,*  he  acquired  a  fair  propor- 
tion of  the  world's  goods,  and  was  esteemed 
quite  wealthy.  Possessed  of  a  liberal  mind, 
desirous  to  contribute  to  the  welfare  of  all 
around  him,  and  confiding  in  the  integrity  of 
his  fellow-men,  he  parted  with  a  large  portion 
of  his  means,  and  lived  to  find  his  confidence 
misplaced,  and  his  liard-earned  gains  virtually 
lost.  Years,  and  incessant  occupation  and 
toil,  at  last  began  to  make  their  marks  upon 
him,  and  one  Winter's  moraing  we  heard  that 
God  had  called  him  home. 

It  was  my  purpose  to  relate  some  of  the 
many  biographical  anecdotes  and  incidents  of 
the  Doctor's  life,  but,  to  most  of  my  readers, 
they  are  "household  words,"  and  might  .tKjf'cr 
in  the  telling.  His  benevolent  acts,  his  pleas- 
ant sayings,  and  his  sterling  worth,  Avill  he 
remembered  when  all  who  knew  him  here 
shall  have  taken  their  places  beside  him  in 
"Our  Cemetery," 


*Mrs.  Ruth  Croswell,  relict  of  Dr.  Thomas 
O'Hara  Croswell,  died  at  the  residence  of  her 
adopted  daughter,  Mrs.  Wm.  H.  Wky,  iu  Catskill, 
January  7th,  1862,  aged  96  years,  10  months  and 
15  days.  The  following  obituary,  written  by  Mr. 
PixcKNEY,  was  published  in  the  Recorder  and 
Democrat,  January  16th,  1H62  : 

There  are  few,  with  one  jiossible  exception, 
there  is  not  one,  of  our  inhabitants  hrinjj  whose 
memory  reaches  back  to  the  time  when  Mrs.  Kutu 
Croswell  became  a  resident  of  Catskill.  Horn 
iu  New  England,  at  a  time  when  our  present  viist 
domain  was  a  colonial  possession  of  the  Hriiish 
Crown,  she  lived  to  witness  the  most  important 
changes  which  the  world  has  ever  knowiK  She 
saw  a  young  nation  burst  the  cords  of  thraldom 
and  assert  its  right  to  civil  and  reli^^ious  freedom  ; 
she  hailed  the  day  when  our  beloved  Wasminotos 
assumed  the  coiiimand  of  our  public  army  ;  she 
rejoiced  in  his  success,  she  wept  for  his  reverses, 
and  she  mourned,  as  a  whole  nation  mourned, 
when  he  "died  and  was  buried." 

She  had  arrived  at  womanhood  when  the  first 
Napoleon  was  born  ;  she  witnessed  his  career 
from  the  time  his  star  Hrst  faintly  shone  at  Hrienne, 
and  tracked  that  meteor  as  it  jjleamed  over  JieUls 
of  blood  and  conquest  imtil  it  reached  its  zenith, 
and  paled  at  Waterloo,  and  she  saw  it  go  down  iu 
darkness  at  St.  Uelena. 
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She  -wituessed  the  birth  of  our  infant  Republic; 
she  paw  it  rising  hijiher  nnd  hiijlicr  in  the  scale  of 
Natioualilies,  until  it  hud  rcttained  a  glorious  el- 
evation, towards  which  the  gaze  of  the  world  was 
turned  in  wonder  and  admiration.  She  saw,  too, 
with  the  dimmed  eyes  of  age,  impious  hands  laiscd 
to  sever  the  bonds  of  union,  and  to  pull  down 
from  its  towering  height,  that  proud  republic. 
Heaven  did  not  permit  her  to  see  the  foul  act  ac- 
complished. 

More  than  three-quarters  of  a  century  ago,  she 
made  this  place  her  home — when  the  red  men  were 
more  numerous  than  the  whites  on  the  present 
site  of  the  Village,  and  when  the  regions  tieyond 
the  Catskills  were  a  far-otf  country.  Here  she  has 
lived  while  successive  generations  have  sprung 
into  existence,  served  their  allotted  time  and  pass- 
ed away.     And  still  she  has  lived  on. 

Armies  of  humanity  have  come  up  to  the  battle 
of  life — have  borne  the  heat  and  burthen  of  the 
day,  and  have  laid  down  beside  their  arms  in  end- 
less rest.    And  still  she  has  survived. 


Thousands,  later  than  she,  have  commenced  the 
journey  of  life — have  trodden  the  world's  dusty 
thoroughfare,  and  have  gone  to  their  eternal  re- 
pose. "And  still  she  has  lingered,  until  it  almost 
seemed  that  busy  Death  had  deemed  he  might  well 
permit  to  tarry  in  the  world,  one  whom  earth's 
cares  could  not  too  keenly  vex,  whom  its  sorrows 
could  not  too  deeply  depress,  nor  its  folly  or  its 
sin  either  sully  or  corrupt. 

And  now,  she  too,  who  so  long  awaited  her  ap- 
pointed time,  has  taken  the  path  upon  which  there 
are  no  returning  foot-prints.  She  rests  from  her 
labors,  and  her  works  do  follow  her. 

We  do  not  propose  to  write  her  eulogy.  That 
duty  belongs  to  those  who  have  known  her  longer 
and  better  than  we  have  ;  yet  we  cannot  refrain 
from  mingling  our  sympathies  with  those  among 
whom  our  lot  is  cast,  and  who  mourn  the  eutha- 
nasy  which  has  removed  a  "Mother  in  Israel"  from 
our  midst. 
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It  is  now  more  than  seven  years  since  I  com- 
menced a  series  of  articles  for  the  Hccorder 
and  Democrat,   entitled    "The  Grave-yard 

at  C ,"*  in  wliich  I  proposed  to  revive  the 

memories  of  some  of  the  early  inhabitants  of 
the  Village.  After  pubhcatiou  of  three  or 
four  of  those  articles,  causes  (which  are  not 
now  material)  induced  me  to  discontinue  them. 

More  recently,  I  have  attempted  to  bring  to 
the  remembrance  of  local  readers  a  few  more 
of  the  "old  settlers,"  a  recollection  of  whom 
was  suggested  by  the  perusal  of  a  bundle  of 
"Harmony  Lodge  papers."  These  sketches 
were  hastily  written,  and,  I  confess,  were  as 
unsatisfactory  to  myself  as  they  doubtless 
were  to  those  who  took  the  trouble  to  peruse 
them. 

More  than  seven  years,  however,  have 
elapsed  since  my  first  essay  in  this  direction, 
and  yet  no  other  has  undertaken  to  rescue 
from  utter  oblivion  the  memories  of  those  who 
have  long  been  laid  to  rest  in  the  pleasant 
Village  Cemetery,  and  the  rapidity  with  which 
those  seven  years  have  passed,  admonishes 
me  that  the  number  of  those"  who  might  per- 
form that  "labor  of  love"  is  fast  diminishing. 
I  can  call  to  mind  many  who  read  my  first 
sketch  Avho  have  gone  "to  take  their  places  in 
the  silent  halls  of  death."  At  every  visit  to 
my  native  home  I  miss  some  familiar  face, 
some  cordial  greeting,  some  warm  clasp  of 
the  hand.  At  every  visit  to  the  Burial  Ground 
some  new  raised  mound  presents  itself  to  the 
eye,  and  some  newly  chiseled  monument  bears 
the  name  of  an  old  friend.  It  may  be  of  one 
to  whose  "tales  of  the  olden  time"  I  listened 


in  my  boyhood  ;  it  may  be  of  one  who  was 
the  loved  companion  of  my  youth  and  man- 
hood ;  or  it  may  be  one  of  the  gentler  sex 
who,  many  long  yeai's  ago,  attended,  with 
me,  the  Village  School — for  whom  I  built  the 
swing  m  the  pleasant  "cedairs,"  and  whose  ^ 
course  through  life,  as  maiden  and  mother,  I 
have  watched  with  interest,  until  she,  too, 
went  to  her  final  rest.  All,  all  are  passing 
away. 

******* 

My  first  remembrance  of  a  Cemetery  at 
Catskill,  is  of  the  old  grave-yard  at  the  present 
corner  of  Broad  and  Livingston  streets,  near 
where  the  residence  of  Mr.  Fkedeeiok  Hill 
now  stands.  I  was  but  a  child  when  the 
remains  of  those  who  were  bm'ied  there  were 
removed  to  the  gi'ounds  on  the  hill,  yet  I 
remember  to  have  accompanied  my  father 
while  he  assisted  in  sui-veying  and  laying  out 
the  lots.  (In  after  years,  when  the  Cemetery 
was  enlarged,  I  spent  a  number  of  days  in 
the  same  labor,  with  my  ancient  colored  friend, 
Bill  Thompson,  the  Village  Sexton.)  The 
lots  embraced  within  the  limits  have  been, 
long  since,  occupied,  and  it  has  been  found 
necessary,  quite  recently,  to  extend  the  borders 
of  this  ''City  of  the  Dead." 

I  have  always  thought  that  the  present  site 
of  the  Cemeteiy  must  have  been  the  selection 
of  a  person  possessing  a  fine  appreciation  of, 
and  love  for,  the  beautiful  in  Nature.  I 
know  no  lovelier  spot.  In  the  Western  dis- 
tance, a  single  glance  of  the  eye  takes  in  the 
whole  range  of  mountains,  framing  in  a  pic- 
ture of  hill  and  dell,  and  meadow  and  wood- 
land ;  up  the  hill-side  rises  the  hum  of  the 
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busy  Village  which  nestles  at  its  foot ;  while  [  of  the  surface  typifies  that  equality  to  which 
away  to  the  North-west  stretches  the  valley  |  Death  reduces  all  men,  and  here  tlie  rich  and 
of  the  Catskill,  presenting  a  view  which,  we  the  poor,  the  haughty  and  the  humble  "lie 
have  the  waiTaut  of  the  poet-painter,  Cole,    down,  alilce,  in  the  dust." 


in  asserting,  is  unequalled  by  any  scenery 
wiiich  liad  fallen  under  his  vision  in  all  his 
journeyings.  All  around,  the  landscape  is ' 
surpassingly  lovely — "a  thing  of  Beauty." 
Unlike  the  more  fashionable  repositories  of 
departed  mortalitj',  there  are  here  no  elevated 
spots  where  the  elaborate  monuments  of  tlie 
wealthy  or  the  proud  may  seem  to  look  down 
contemptuously  upon  the  plain  slabs  wliich 
maxk  more  humble  graves  ;  the  perfect  level 


And  here  tliere  are  many  lying,  of  whom  I 
have  spoken  in  neither  of  the  Beries  I  have 
attempted,  and,  as  no  one  else  seems  willing 
to  assume  the  task,  I  propose  to  resume  it,  if 
the  editor  shall  think  that  my  imperfect 
sketches  will  so  far  interest  his  readers  as  to 
wan'ant  their  publication. 

*The  three  preceding  Sketches. 
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Sauntering  through  the  Cemetery,  and  scan- 
ning the  inscriptions  upon  the  head-stones,  I 
find,  among  the  names  which  most  frequently 
occur,  that  of  Dubois.     While  this  frequency 
indicates  a  numerous  race  of  that  name  in  this 
vicinity,  I  presume  there  are  few  of  the  prc- 
k  sent  generation  who  bear  it,  who  are  cognizant 
3  of  the  slight  chance  by  which  their  patronymic 
'    was   perpetuated,    or  the   imminent    danger 
which  at  one  time  threatened  to  extinguish  the 


This  rescued  waif  I  suppose  to  have  been 
Domiue  Gualtiieiuus  Dibois,  who  manied 
Helena  Van  Balen,  on  New  Year's  day, 
A.  D.  1700,  and  from  whom  sprang  tlie 
thousands  of  the  name  who  exist  at  this  da)', 
and  the  hundreds  with  whom  I  have  been 
personally  acquainted.  But  it  is  not  my  pur- 
pose to  trace  genealogies. 

******* 

The  oldest  members  of  the  Dubois  family 


my  old  friend,  Benjamin  P.,  shudder  _,  •      „  ,,         .  •  i  i     i     •. 

he'^thinks  how' very  near  he'came  to  being    the  feat   he  fell  on  h.s  '-«-' ^"^»  "^^^k;;^^ 
nobody  21  |  hence  "Hop-ou-nosc. "     My  theoi\,  (and  it 


4^ 


American  branch  of  this  now  numerous  r.nd  |  «*  ^^'^0°^  I  ^^^^e  any  personal  recollection, 
As  the  name   denotes,  ^  ^'^^^  J^"^'-  Bakent,  Petei:  and  Joel.     John 


occupied  the  farm  lying  on  the  West  side  of 
the  Catskill,  near  its  confluence  with  the 
Hudson  ;  a  pleasant  location,  connnanding  a 
fine  view  of  the  River,  embracing  Bomi)ie3 
Hook  and  the  Sand  Plauchy  on  the  North, 
and  the  "Vly"   on  the  East  and  South — the 


respectable   family. 

this  family  is  of  French  origin — Du  Bois,  in 

that  language,  signifying  "of  the  wood,"  or 

forest. 

About  the  year  1G50,  a  little  band  of  perse- 
cuted Huguenots  left  their  native  land,  emi- 
grated to  this  countiy,  and  settled  at  a  place  latter  suggestive,  doubtless,  to  the  early  settler, 
called  Wyltv/ick,  near  Kingston,  and  also  at  in  its  wide  expanse  of  swamp,  of  the^cJi-s-  of 
New  Paltz.  Among  the  latter  was  a  young  Old  Holland— or,  in  the  nightly  mnsic  of  its 
man  named  Dubois,'  and  near  New  Paltz  the  bull-frog  orchestra,  of  the  mixed  dialect  of 
incident  to  which  I  alluded  occurred  (probably  '  his  Franco-Dutch  progenitors.  To  the  West 
about  1670-5  )  when  the  entire  extinction  of  ;  of  the  homestead,  the  ground  grarlually  rises, 
the  Dubois  family  was  providentially  prevent-  until  it  reaches  the  elevated  level  winch  crowns 
ed  A  party,  consisting  of  Mr.  Dubois,  his  "the  Hoponose."  [And  here,  permit  mc  to 
wife  child,  and  others,  were  returnins,  one  say  that  I  have  never  yet  learned  the  true  sig- 
Winter  evening,  fi-om  a  visit  to  Rhinebeck,  :  nificance  or  origin  of  this  name.     Mrs.  Ann 


upon   a   cake   of   ice,   from   which   he   was  more  than  I  could  of  her  intermmab le  tale  of 

rescued,  while  all  the  other  occupants  of  the  "Mary  Derwent."     In  my  Ijoy.ood  there  was 

sleigh  were  drowned;   and  but  for  this  escape  a  tradition  that  a  drunken  Ind.an  a.^rreec    to 

the  name  would  have  been  lost.     [Does  not  ho2^  from  the  hi  1  mo  the  Creek,  for  a  pmt 

-\vhen  of  whisky,  and  that,  in  the  performance  of 
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is,  perhaps,  the  most  improbable  of  all)  is  that 
one  of  the  earlier  pedagogues  of  the  region, 
instnicting  his  pupils  in  trigonomelry,  iiiade 
use  of  this  rocky  point  as  a  convenient  illus- 
tration of  a  triangle,  describing  a  vertical  line 
from  the  top  of  tlie  hill  to  the  water  as  the 
perpendicular,  the  level  of  the  Creek  as  the 
base,  and  the  slope  of  the  promontory  as  the 
hyiiuthcnusc  —  subsequently  contracted  to 
Hoponose.  I  don't  care  much,  however, 
whether  yom-  readers  believe  in  my  theory,  or 
not,  for  i  can't  say  I  have  much  faith  in  it 
myself.] 

The  sons  of  John  Dubois  were  as  follows  : 
John  D.,  who  was  called  "Young  John"  long 
after  his  head  was  as  bald  as  a  lap-stone.  He 
was  a  kind-hearted,  quiet,  genial  soul,  and 
had  no  little  faults  that  I  knew,  except,  per- 
haps, a  slight  partiality  for  schnapps  and 
dominoes.  He  lived  to  a  good  old  age,  and 
left  to  his  children  the  inheritance  of  an 
honest  name,  Isaac  was  of  a  more  stirring 
disposition,  and  was,  at  different  times,  a 
farmer,  a  merchant,  a  skipper  and  a  militia 
colonel.  He  sen-ed  in  the  War  of  1812,  and 
was  esteemed  as  a  brave  and  efficient  otHcer. 
I  can  bear  witness  to  the  emphatic  manner  in 
which  he  gave  the  word  of  command  to  his 
regiment,  albeit  the  emphasis  was  usually 
of  that  sort  which  Corporal  Teim  said  was  so 
prevalent  in  "our  army  in  Flanders." 

Next,  was  James,  whose  unhappy  history 
is  so  well  laiown  to  most  of  your  readers  as 
to  excuse  me  from  making  more  than  a  very 
brief  allusion  to  it.  Early  in  life  he  went  to 
New  York,  as  clerk  or  accountant  in  a  well 
established  mercantile  house,  and  there  was, 
perhaps,  no  young  man  who  ever  left  our 
town  with  more  flattering  prospects  than  James 
Dubois.  No  tidings  of  him  ever  reached  home 
which  were  not  satisfactory  to  his  parents 
and  friends,  and  honorable  to  himself,  and  a 
bright  futm'e  was  anticipated  for  him,  when 
the  news  arrived  that  he  had  become  suddenly 
deranged.  I  never  knew  the  cause — it  was 
said  by  some  that  intense  application  to  busi 
ness  had  affected  his  brain — by  others  that  an 
unmerited  reproof  from  one  of  his  employers 


had  so  rudely  shaken  his  extremely  sensitive 
temperament  as  to  unsettle  his  mind.  He 
was  brought  back  to  the  old  homestead,  and, 
it  is  said  that,  for  many  years,  he  never  spoke 
a  word !  Yet  day  after  day,  at  a  certain  hour 
he  would  make  the  circuit  of  his  father's  farm. 
In  the  pleasant  Spring-time,  in  the  burning 
Summer,  in  the  mellow  Autumn,  and  in  the 
bitter-cold  and  snows  of  Winter,  he  would 
traverse  that  same  route,  making  a  round  of 
miles,  and  return  to  his  chamber,  where  he 
would  remain  in  moody  silence  for  the  next 
twenty -four  hours,  then  to  resume  his  solitary 
walk  over  the  well  beaten  track,  which  came 
to  be  known  as  "crazy  Jim's  path. "  Many 
years  subsequently,  he  suddenly  resumed  the 
exercise  of  speech,  and,  as  though  to  compen- 
sate for  his  long  silence,  he  became  really 
garrulous.  He  abandoned  his  daily  walk,  and 
frequently  visited  the  Village,  but  his  reason 
never  returned. 

Ira  Dubois  is  still  living,  and,  of  course,  it 
is  unnecessary  for  me  to  write  the  history  of 
one  who  has  figured  in  so  many  capacities 
that  he  cannot  be  unknown  to  any  adult  in- 
habitant of  Catskill,  It  is  suflicient  to  say 
that  as  a  merchant,  as  the  founder  (in  con- 
nection with  Mr.  H,  H.  Van  Dtck)  of  a 
newspaper,  of  which  the  Examiner  is  a  con- 
tinuation, as  a  Justice  of  the  Peace,  as  Grand 
High  Priest  of  Masonry,  as  Assembl}'-  Libra- 
rian, as  Custom-house  official,  and,  at  last,  as 
clerk  or  secretaiy  to  the  Board  of  Metropolitan 
Police  Commissioners,  as  well  as  in  all  the 
relations  of  private  life,  he  has  creditably 
acquitted  himself. 

Joel,  the  youngest  son,  I  believe,  is  also 
still  living,  and,  I  presume,  occupies  the  old 
homestead  at  "the  Point,"  Being  nearer  to 
my  age  than  the  others,  I  was  more  intimate 
with  him  than  them,  and  I  can  only  say  that 
the  remembrance  of  our  youthful  associations 
is  very  pleasant. 

But  I  find  I  am  exceeding  my  limits,  and 
must  defer  to  another  number  a  sketch  of  the 
other  branches  of  the  Dubois  family. 
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OOTOBEE  23, 1863.      [ 

I  believe  I  proposed  in  my  last  to  continue  ; 
my  notice  of  the  Dubois  family.  My  earliest  j 
recollections  of  Captain  Barest  Dubois,  is  as 
master  (or  ,S'kip])cr)  of  the  packet  sloop  Thos. 
Jefferson,  famous,  in  those  days,  for  sailing 
qualities  which,  wind  and  weather  permitting, 
enabled  her  to  make  the  round  trip  from  Cats- 


kill  to  New  York,  and  home  again,  in  about  a 
fortnight — say  a  few  days  more  or  less.  My 
next  remembrance  of  him  is  as  vocalist  at  the 
af(er-dinner  sit-downs  on  Independence  days 
and  General  Trainings.  It  is  tiiie  that  his 
musical  qualifications  were  not  of  that  high 
order  which  would,  in  these  days,  command  a 
veiy  large  salary  in  a  fashionable  choir,  yet  I 
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can  bear  witness  that  his  performances  were  ]  wealth}-.  He  is  especially  associated  in  mv 
always  greeted  with  rapturous  applause.  I  memory  with  a  feud  between  the  Villan-ts  of 
said  performances,  though  I  believe  he  never '  Athens  and  Catsldll,  which,  at  one  tiuK-  as- 
attempted  to  sing  but  one  song,  and  tliat  was  sumedabelligerent  aspect,  though  it  fortunately 
something  about  "Lord  Butte,"  accompanied  terminated  whhout  any  loss  of  lift-  or  much 
by  sundiy  pantomimic  gestures  and  genutlex-  i  bloodshed.  There  had  been,  for  some  time  a 
ions  of  a  cotton  handkerchief,  twisted  into  the  bitter  feeling  existing  witli  our  Athenian  noi<r'h- 
pailial  semblance  of  an  old  woman,  operated  bors,  growing  out  of  the  contest  in  relation^to 
by  the  dexter  fingers,  and  keeping  time  with  the  location  of  the  County  buildinL^s,  and  very 
the  chorus  of  "Boo  me  here,  and  scratch  me  little  provocation  was  requisite  to  fan  the  fire 
there, "  at  which  the  aforesaid  applause  always  into  a  blaze  of  war.  The  immediate  casus 
' 'came  in. "  belli  was  as  follows :  Catskill  and  Athens  hail 

As  years  passed  on,  canying  me  towards  each  an  Artillery  Company;  the  fir>t  corn- 
Oman's  estate,"  I  became  more  intimately  ac-  manded  by  Capt.  Jaheo  Stocking,  and  the 
quainted  wdth  the  good  old  Captain,  and  I  have  other  by  Capt.  Sam.  Hamii-ton.  Sonn  after 
spent  hours  in  hearing  his  stories  of  the  bar-  the  close  of  the  last  war  with  Great  Britain, 
barities  committed  by  tories  and  savages,  and  (only  a  few  years  previous  to  the  lime  of  which 
of  combats  in  which  he  had  borne  no  unim-  I  am  now  writing)  the  Government  withdrew 
portant  part.  In  all  these  nan-atives  he  man-  all  the  ordnance  fi-om  these  Companies,  except 
aged  to  introduce  his  beau-ideal  of  a  war-  one  brass  six-pounder,  which  had  to  do  duty 
nor — ''Old  Mukphy"— in  such  a  way  as  to  for  both.  Just  before  the  fourth  of  July, 
induce  the  suspicion  that  he  might  have  been  about  the  year  1820,  (I  am  not  dearjis  to  the 
thecoadjutorof  the  "Schoharie  Indian  killer."  exact  j'car)  the  Catskillians,  having  resolved 
That  Capt.  Dubois  had  done  good  service  to  to  celebrate  that  anniversary,  asked  of  the 
his  countrj^  (though  in  what  capacity  I  am  Athenians  the  return  of  the  gun,  which  was 
unable  to  say)  is  proven  by  the  fact  that  he  flatly  refused.  The  war  spirit  of  1  SI 2-1  o  had 
was  in  the  receipt  of  a  pension  from  the  Gov- ,  not  entirely  subsided,  and  the  Catskillians 
ernment  until  his  death.  determined  to  capture  the  artillerv-,  or  '-perish 

It  was  said  that  in  early  life  he  had  been  a   i°  the  last  ditch."     Accordingly,  two  nights 
Federalist,  but  if  so,  he  abundantly  atoned  for   before  "the  Fourth,"  a  devoted  band— a  sort 
]  that  heresy  by  a  subsequent  active  and  efficient   «f  foriom  hope— made  a  midnight  raid  into  Ap. 
support  of  the  Democracy.     I  well  remember   our  sister  Village,  aud,  breaking  into  the  barn  ^2p7 
that  when,  in  1828,  I  deposited  my  first  vote,    ^l"ch  served  as  an  arsenal,  bore  off  the  field-    ^' 
for  Andrew  Jackson,  it  immediately  foUowed   P^ece  in  tnumph. 

one  of  the  same  sort  from  Capt.  Barent  Dubois,  Athens  reposed  in  quiet  until  its  slumbers 
aud  I  know  that  he  lived  and  died  in  the  Dem-  ^^ere  broken  by  the  echoes  of  the  stolen  'nui, 
ocratic  faith.  When,  at  last,  at  a  good  old  fired  from  the  height  near  Brandow's.  Then 
age,  he  went  to  his  rest,  there  Avere  none  who  there  was  huirying  to  and  fro,  tall  swearing 
did  not  mourn  the  loss  of  an  excellent  citizen  ^nd  threats  of  vengeance,  as  the  infuriated 
and  honest  man.  ^  Athenians  started  in  pursuit  of  the  despoilers. 

Bai'ent  Dubois  had  three  sons,  who  are  all  They  were  too  slow  of  foot,  however,  to  over- 
now  dead.  The  eldest,  Cornelius,  was  a  take  the  Catskillians,  who  reache(l  town  in 
lawyer,  and  mamed  a  daughter  of  John  safety,  cUsmounted  the  gun,  dejwsited  it  in 
Dubois,  (of  whom  I  wrote  in  my  last  article.)  the  bar  of  Mackay  Choswell's  tavern,  and 
He  died  so  long  ago  that  I  am  unable  to  give  put  up  the  can-iage  in  the  wagon-house. — 
any  sketch  of  his  life,  character  or  peculiari-  Being  highly  elated  with  their  success,  and 
ties.  His  widow  died,  I  believe,  within  the  feeling  assured  that  "the  gun"  was  safe,  as 
last  year,  leaving  two  daughters,  who  suffer  they  cast  an  eye  upon  it  even,-  time  tiiey  went 
the  penalty  which  is  said  to  attach  to  consan-  to  the  bar  to  drink,  this  little  band  of  heroes 
guineous  marriages.  The  second  son  was  relaxed  their  vigilance,  of  which,  the  Alhcni- 
named  Baeent,  and  was  a  tanner  by  occupa-  ans  taking  advantage,  effected  an  entrance 
tion,  having  served  one  of  those  old-fashioned  into  the  wagon-house,  recaptured  tlie  giui- 
apprenticeships,  of  seven  years,  with  the  late  carriage,  and  harnessing  the  landlord's  cow  to 
Heney  Ashley,  (I  think  cotemporaneously,  it,  they  succeeded  In  reaching  home  with  their 
or  nearly  so,  with  two  of  yom- present  respected  prize,  before  daylight.  War  was  now,  of 
citizens,  laxAC  Rouse  and  George  Bellamy.)  course,  fairiy  inaugurated.  Our  Village  was 
Soon  after  attaining  his  majority,  young  then  placed  under  martial-law,  and  young 
Barent  left  Catskill,  and  was,  for  many  years,  Barent  Dubois  was  constituted  Militar>-  Gov- 
an  Agent  of  the  Government  for  the  i-emoval  eraor.  (I  well  remember  how  proud  an.l 
of  the  Indians  to  the  far  West.  Subsequently  patriotic  I  fi-lt,  ytnmg  as  I  wa^  when  he  tif d 
he  purchased  a  tract  of  land  at  Montgomery,  a  blue  ribbon  into  the  button-hole  of  my 
Alabama,    and  it  is  said  he  became  quite  ,  jacket.)      Pickets  were    stationed   at   evcrj-      \ 
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the  actors  in  it,  as  SnAT'sRebellion,  theWhisky 
Insuneclion,  or  the  Ileldcrbergli  War.  Let 
those  who  arc  disposed  to  sneer  at  the  slight 
eanse  which  jirodnced  tliis  belligerent  feeling 
among  ncighl)ors,  ask  themselves  whether  the 
war  wliicli  is  now  devastating,  depopulating 


outlet  or  inlet  to  tlip  town,  wliile  the  draw- 

liridj?'  was  opeiieil,  and  a  swivel,  loaded  with 

hluiT*  und  pavinu'-stones,  was  i)lantcd  upon  it, 

to  r»-pel  anv  attack  whidi  might,  by  possil)ility, 

Ih»  miule  bv  the  wav  of  Kiskatamanatie  !     All 

iho  noM  d"iv  and  iiidit  the  Villairc  resounded  ,  ^       ,      ,  ,, 

wiarthc  iK-alin.'  <.t-  drums,  l lie  squealing  of  j  and  impovenshmg  our  Country  has  any  nobler 

llfi-s,  and  the  .liuUilions  of   patriolism.     The  ,  or  more 

fiuccc'cding  morning's  sun  ushered  in  the  "Glo- ' 


honorable  origin. 


rioiis  Foiirlii."'  It  was  a  lovely  day,  and 
8uch  n  cck'bmtion  was  n<'vcr  witnessed  in 
CalskilllH-foro  or  since.  "The  Gun."  mounted 
on  the  axletrec  of  an  ox-cart,  its  muzzle  i)ointed 
towanls  Athens,  bellowed  "from  morn  till 
dewy  eve,"  doubtless  striking  terror  to  the 
hearts  of  our  adversaries;  the  little  swivel 
chimed  in  with  a  sharp  accompaniment,  and 
firc-crackers  tilled  up  the  intervals.  The  day 
closed,  as 
and  the  ne 


The  third,  and  last  son  of  Barent  Dubois 
was  Samuel.  He  was  only  a  few  years  my 
s.'uior,  and  was  at  one  time  a  school-mate. 
My  lirst  recollection  of  him,  in  business  life, 
was,  I  believe,  as  a  partner  of  Mr.  Peter  T. 
Mesick — afterwards  he  kept  a  Grocery  store 
"on  his  own  hook"  at  the  corner  of  Main  and 
Liberty  streets.  I  do  not  recollect  any  very 
especially  interesting  incident  in  his  life,  cx- 


u>^ual   with  a  dinner  and  a  drink,  !  cept  that  he  once  knocked  out  two  of  Mark 
xt  morniii"    "the  gun"  was  hoisted  {  Si-encer's  teeth,  while  under  the  influence  of 
uirinto  is\AC  Di-uoi.s''  loft,  from  which  time  |  laughing  gas,  although  there   were  some  -^' 
to  the  present  I  have  never  seen  nor  heard    natured  enough  to  insinuate  that  party  sj 


pr 
from  it.  The  w:u-  Avas  over,  but  a  long 
time  elapsed  before  amicable  relations  were 
fnlly  rc-LSlablishcd  between  the  two  Yil- 
laues. 

Pel  haps  I  ought  to  apologize  for  this  tedious 
episode,  but  I  could  not  bear  that  the  waters 
of  oblivion  should  entirely  overwhelm  an 
affair  which,  at  the  tune,  was  as  important  to 


ill- 
spirit 
had  more  to  do  with  the  affair  than  the  pro- 
toxyd  of  Nitrogen.  He  commenced  the  trade 
of  politician  very  early,  and  was,  for  many 
years.  Under  Sheriff  and  Jailor,  and  finally. 
High  Slieriff  of  the  County.  But  his  death  is 
so  recent  that  most  of  your  readers  knew^  him 
as  well  as  I  did,  and,  as  I  am  exceeding  my 
limits,  I  conclude. 


f 
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Not  far  from  the  center  of  what  was  "the 
old  ground,"  but  which  is  now  comprised  in 
the  Southi-rly  portion  of  the  i)resent  enlarged 
Cenu'teiy  lot  is  a  small  area  of  sunken  earth, 
which,  at  my  last  visit,  I  found  covered  with 
brambles   and   stunted   bushes.      No  marlile 


the  lineage  of  Lazarus,  who  on  earth  lacked 
the  good  things  of  life. 

]\iore  than  forty  years  ago  our  Village  held 
numerous  specimens  of  this  class,  and  some 
of  them,  perhaps,  deserve  a  more  diffuss 
notice  than  the  remark  that  they  existed  and 
died.     Those  who  have  attained  to  my  age,  in 


monuments  indicated  the  separate  sepulchres  i  reverting  to  the  olden  time,  cannot  easily  avoid 


of  those  who  are  laid  there — no  kind  hand: 
remove  the  straggling  undergrowth,  or  plant 
flowers  to  mark  their  lonely  graves;  and, 
pcrliaps,  never  since  their  burial,  have  sur- 
viving friends  revisited  the  lone  spot  to  drop 
a  tear  to  their  memories.  "They  are  clean 
forgotten,  and  f)ut  of  mind."  Yet  here  the 
rays  of  the  Summer  sun  creep  in  among  the 
mailed  grass  and  tangled  weeds,  and  lie  warm 
as  upon  the  more  conspicuous  graves  of  those 


associating  in  their  recollections  of  Catskill, 
such  characters  as  Simon  Smith,  Joe  Garrish, 
Joe  Williams,  Sam.  Stewart,  and  a  long  list 
of  others,  (whom  I  purpose  to  mention  here- 
after) the  very  "Dolpii  Heyligns"  and  "Rip 
Van  Winkles"  of  the  town. 

AVhen  I  first  knew  Simon  Smith  (though  he 
was  not  an  old  man  then)  he  had  evidently 
passed  the  age  of  work.  I  think  he  w^as  the 
laziest  person  I  ever  knew — laziness  limped  in 
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alwut  them — here,  the  liirds  of  Spring  sing  as  j  his  laggard  gait,  and  was  stamped  (or  rather 
sweetly,  and  here  Winter  spreads  its  snowy  j  painted)  in  every  lineament  of  his  rubicund 
covering  as  smoothly  over  (he  sunken  surface  j  countenance — indeed,  he  was  too  lazy  to  fol- 
of  tlieir  n.aiTow  beds,  as  over  the  protuberant  I  low  the  example  of  his  apostolic  namesake, 
tomb^  of  tlieir  illu.strious  neighbors  in  death,  and  "go-a-tishing."  Hour  by  hour  of  the 
In  this  spot  rest  tlie  poor  and  lowly,  those  of  i  long  Summer  days  he  would'  lounge  on  the 
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stoops  or  boxes,  or  the  side-walk,  only  shifting 
his  position  to  keep  in  the  shade  ;  and,  in 
Winter,  he  was  the  tirst  in  the  morning  and 
the  last  at  night  to  toast  his  shins  at  the  Gro- 
ceiy  fire. 

His  favorite  resort,  however,  was  the 
store  of  good  old  Major  Hawley.  I  believe 
the  Major  really  liked  Simon,  and  he  frequently 
gave  him  good  advice,  mixed  with  small  change. 
Simon  liked  the  Major,  too,  but  most  he  liked 
to  "arger,"  as  he  termed  it.  It  mattered  but 
little  what  was  the  subject — Politics,  Religion, 
Law  or  Metaphysics  were  all  (he  same  to  him, 
for  he  probably  knew  nothing  of  either.  Yet, 
I  have  known  him  to  hold  an  argument  for 
hours  together,  to  his  own  entire  satisfaction, 
if  not  to  the  discomfiture  of  his  antagonist ; 
and  I  well  remember  that  once,  when  the 
ilajor  gave  him  a  silver  quarter,  and  advised 
him  to  spend  it  for  meat  for  his  family,  in- 
stead of  liquor,  Simon  proposed  to  "arger  the 
pinf,"  insisting  that  "ram  was  cheaper  than 
meat,  because  it  had  no  bones  in  it.'' 

Simon,  at  last,  wasted  away,  slowly  and 
lazily,  as  he  had  lived,  and  was  gathered  to 
his  fathers.  If  he  did  no  great  good  in  the 
world,  he  did  no  great  harm,  and  he  left 
children  who,  I  believe,  have  held  respectable 
if  not  prominent  positions  in  the  communities 
in  which  they  resided. 

Joe  Williams  was,  as  long  ago  as  I  can 
remember,  a  resident  of  the  town  poor  house, 
when  that  institution  was  located  in  the  old 
Cornl  House,  near  the  Jail.  I  never  knew 
him  to  pursue  any  other  vocation  than  to 
peddle,  from  a  basket,  such  commodities  as 
shad,  candies,  bull  heads,  cakes,  and  cigars  at 
two  for  a  cent.  He  was  an  inoffensive  man, 
and,  to  use  his  own  expressive  language,  (the 
English  a  little  twisted,)  he  had  "always  tried 
to  live  a  useless  life,  and  if  he  did  anything 
wrong  he  was  willing  to  be  recommended 
for  it."  (I  shall  speak  more  in  extenso  ot 
this  character  hereafter.) 

Sam.  Stewart  lived  neighbor  to  Simon 
Smith,  in  Poverty  Hollow.  My  recollection 
of  him  is  not  very  clear,  but  I  remember  that 
he,  like  Williams,  sometimes  peddled,  though 
in  a  more  exalted  range,  and,  like  him  too, 
sometimes  wrenched  the  vernacular.  He  had 
a  ricketty  old  horse  and  a  crazy  wagon,  and 
carried  fish  and  clams  into  the  country.  I 
remember  but  one  important  event  in  his  life, 
which 'was  an  accident  which  befell  him  on 
one  of  his  peddling  tours.  It  seems  Sam  was 
quietly  snoozing  on  his  load,  when  the  old 
horse,  tempted  by  the  grass  Avhich  bordered 
the  highway,  strayed  from  the  road  and  cap- 
sized the  wagon.  Sam's  head  struck  a  stone, 
or  a  clam  struck  his  head,  and  he  was  brought 


home  with  a  good-sized  aperture  in  his  crani- 
um, was  subjected  to  the  tr C2janning  \iroceB&, 
and,  to  the  astonishment  of  everybody,  recov- 
ered. Soon  after  he  got  about  again,  he  gave 
me  a  full  account  of  the  accident,  and  avowed 
his  belief  that  he  would  have  died  had  not  the 
doctor ^'o^janned  him. 

Joe  Garrish  was  also  an  inmate  of  the 
poor  house,  both  in  this  town  and  after  it  was 
removed  to  Cairo,  as  a  County  institution.  Joe 
was  a  sort  of  bird  of  passage,  though  his  mi- 
grations were  not  very  extensive.  In  the 
Spring  he  would  haul  a  little  upon  the  land- 
line  of  a  fishmg  net ;  in  the  Fall  he  would 
inflate  bladders  at  the  slaughter-house,  and 
when  cold  weather  set  in  he  would  hibernate 
at  the  County  House.  One  day,  in  the  latter 
part  of  April,  after  the  last  snow  had  melted 
from  the  mountains,  (a  sure  indication  that 
Shad  had  begun  to  run  up  the  Piiver,)  I  met 
Joe  in  the  street, and  inquired  v/hat  had  brought 
him  to  town.  He  replied  that  he  had  got 
leave  "/or  to  come  down,  for  to  fish,  for  to 
get  some  money,  for  to  buy  some  clothes,  for 
to  go  to  Newark,  for  to  see  his  mother." 
Some  of  j^our  readers  will  remember  an  attor- 
ney and,  whilom,  a  Justice  of  the  Peace,  who 
sprinliled  his  speeches  very  liberally  with  these 
double  prepositions,  but  I  think  Joe  Garrish 
could  "ring  in"  forty  for  tos  to  a  dozen  of  , 
the  squire's.  £ 

Sam  Steele  was  another  original  character, 
but  of  rather  a  higher  grade.  He  would  work, 
and  work  steadily,  too,  at  his  trade  of  tinker, 
for  a  long  time,  when  he  would  suddenly 
cease  from  his  labors,  pack  his  old  seal-skin 
portmanteau  with  his  tools,  and  his  skin  with 
whisky,  and  perambulate  the  streets  for  about 
forty-eight  hours,  preparatory  to  his  departuie 
from  the  Village.  He  would,  sometimes,  be 
gone  for  a  year,  when  he  would  re-appear  as 
suddenly  as  he  left,  repeat  his  two  days'  per- 
egrinations between  the  Point  and  Brosna- 
ham's,  and  resume  his  work. 

At  one  of  these  revisitations,  I  ventured  to 
enquire  where  he  had  been  dui'ing  his  absence. 
He  said  that  he  had  been  living  with  the 
Shakers  atNiskayuna.  To  my  further  enquiiy 
why  he  had  not  remained  with  them,  he 
answered  that  he  never  left  the  community 
until  sleeping  on  the  Mohawk  flats  and  drink- 
ing cold  water,  "caused  the  frogs  to  croak  in 
his  belly,"  excepting  once,  when  he  was 
ejected  by  the  fraternity  because  he  was  so 
slow  in  hoeing  corn  that  the  shade  of  his 
broad-brimmed  hat  killed  the  plants. 

The  names  of  many  others  of  this  class 
come  crowding  upon  my  memory,  but  having 
quite  filled  up  my  privileged  space  in  your 
paper,  I  must  defer  to  some  other  time  any 
notice  of  thsij'  characteristics  or  eccentricities. 
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"Mctliinks  it  is  irood  to  be  here  ; 
If  tliou  wilt,  lot  lis  build"— Init  to  whom  ? 

Nor  Ei.iAs  nor  Mosks  niii^'ur, 
But  the  shadows  of  Evcuin,^-  eucompass,  in  gloom, 
The  abode  of  the  dead  and  the  place  of  the  tomb. 

Shull  ^^■o.  build  to  Ambition  .'    Ah,  no  ! 
AllViiihtod  he  t^hriukcth  away. 

For  see,  they  would  pin  him  below, 
In  a  dark  narrow  cave,  and  be2:irt  with  cold  clay, 
To  the  meanest  of  reptiles  a  peer  and  a  prey. 

Shall  we  build  to  the  trappinijs  of  Pride, 
To  the  tinsel  which  dizens  the  proud  ? 

Nay,  now  they  are  laid  aside, 
And  here's  neither  dress  nor  adornment  allowed. 
Save  the  pale  winding-sheet  and  the  fringe  of  the 
shroud. 

To  Beautt  ?  alas !  she  forgets 
The  charms  which  she  wielded  before. 

Nor  knows  the  foul  worm  that  he  frets 
The  skin  which,  but  yesterday,  tools  could  adore 
For  the  smoothness  it  held,  or  the  tint  which  it 
wore. 

These  lines,  last  read  more  than  f  oi-ty  years 
ago,  and  now  impei-f ectly  quoted  from  mem- 
ory, have  always  recurred  to  me  whenever  I 
have  visited  "Oiu-  Cemetery"  at  the  close  of 
day.  I  have  looked  at  the  graves  of  those 
who  coveted  and  attained  worldly  distinction, 
^  and  it  has  saddened  me  to  reflect  that  here  is 
the  end  of  all  their  schemes  and  hopes.  I 
have  looked  at  the  monuments  of  those  whom 
I  remember  as  haughty  and  disdainful,  who 
trod  God's  earth  as  though  they  spumed  it, 
and  have  been  humbled  by  the  thought  that 
all  their  majestic  footsteps  have  but  tended  to 
the  gi'ave.  I  have  leaned  upon  the  tomb-stone 
of  some  once  lovely  girl,  and  have  wondered 
at,  and  doubted  the  justice  of  that  dispensation 
which  sent  the  canker-wonn  to  eat  out  the 
life  of  the  bud,  just  as  it  was  passing  into  the 
full-blown  flower:  I  have  sat  by  the  naiTow 
beds  of  some  who  were  filends  and  school- 
mates, and  have  almost  involuntarily  called 
them  to  return  and  renew  our  pleasant  associa- 
tions. But  no  answer  has  come  back — the 
voice  of  friendship  meets  no  response — and 
silence  broods  over  the  loved  and  lost. 

"Friends,  lovers,  and  kindred  are  laid  side  by  side, 
Yet  none  have  saluted,  and  none  have  replied." 

Let,  then,  the  frail  tabernacles  which  I 
essay  to  build,  be  to  those  to  whom  death  did 
7io(  come  to  sever  any  ardent  friendships,  to 
mar  any  Instrous  beauty,  to  prostrate  any 
haughty  spirit,  nor  to  check  any  ambitious 
aspirations — but  as  a  blessed  minister  of  reUef 
for  all  their  griefs  and  sorrows. 

Among  the  humble  and  stricken  class  who 
lived  in  Catskill  in  the  olden  time,  were  some 
who  were  bereft  of  reason,  and  who,  I  am 


sorry  to  say,  were   made   sport  of  by  such 
thoughtless  youngsters  as  myself. 

Mother  Coonead  is  associated  with  my  earli- 
est recollections,  and  will  be  remembered  by 
many  of  your  elder  readers  as  "a  lively  old 
gal."  Hers  was  a  merry  and,  sometimes,  a 
meddlesome  madness.  She  used  to  sing  all 
sorts  of  ditties  to  all  sorts  of  tunes,  and  they 
were  not  always  of  the  most  refined  or  delicate 
form  of  expression.  She  danced,  too,  all 
manner  of  jigs,  and  pigeon-wings,  with  a 
looseness  and  display  of  limb  which,  in  those 
days,  (it  was  before  the  advent  of  Madame 
Celeste,)  was  considered  rai/ier  immodest. 
She  had,  too,  a  great  and,  sometimes,  trouble- 
some inclination  to  "set  things  to  rights. "  I 
have  Icnown  her  to  enter  a  kitchen,  seize  the 
broom,  drive  out  the  inmates,  and  set  herself 
busily  at  work  to  sweep  every  corner  of  the 
room  and  hearth,  dust  the  furniture,  aiTauge 
all  the  chairs  in  a  row  against  the  wall,  and 
then  depart,  with  one  of  her  peculiar  saltatory 
exhibitions,  flinging  back  a  charge  of  sluttish- 
ness  against  some  of  the  neatest  and  tidiest 
housewives  in  the  Village. 

Sally  Vail  was  the  opposite  of  Mother 
Coonrad.  Hers  was  a  melancholy  madness, 
and  it  was  said  that  unrequited  affection  was  g 
the  cause  of  her  malady.  (If  she  was  always 
as  homely  as  I  remember  her,  I  cannot  find  it  in 
my  heart  to  blame  her  swain  for  declining  to 
swap  loves  with  her. )  She  moped  about.  Opue- 
LiA-like,  crooning  over  such  dismal  ballads  as 
'  'Barbara  Allen, "  and  begging  pins,  and  seemed 
happiest  when  the  sleeve  of  her  linsey-woolsey 
gown  was  covered,  from  shoulder  to  wrist, 
with  these  shining  little  articles,  arranged  like 
the  chevrons  on  an  Orderly  Sergeant's  jacket. 

But  the  one  who  will  be  freshest  in  the 
memory  of  your  citizens,  was  Joseph  Wyman. 
Before  my  time  he  had  taught  a  school  in  the 
Village,  and  I  have  heard  that  he  was  a  most 
excellent  teacher.  He  had  been  absent  from 
Catskill  for  many  years,  and  I  don't  know 
that  I  had  ever  heard  of  him,  when,  one  cold 
afternoon,  as  I  was  sitting  in  the  store  of 
Tertullus  Ludington,  at  the  foot  of  Main 
street,  a  tall,  stout-built  man,  in  butternut- 
colored  clothes,  and  a  snuffy  nose,  came  in, 
followed  by  a  short  woman  with  a  snuffier 
nose,  and  a  moustache  which  would  be  envied 
by  any  of  our  young  bucks  in  these  hirsute 
days.  The  man  called  for  some  gin,  and 
after  dividing  it  with  the  woman,  looked 
around  upon  the  company,  and  asked  :  "Am 
I  quite  forgotten — does  no  one  here  know 
me  ?"  and  then  went  off  into  a  wild  and  inco- 
herent declamation.  Suddenly  ceasing,  he 
singled  out  a  man  from  the  crowd  which  had 
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galliered,  and  thro-wing  Ms  arms  about  Mm, 
exclaimed :  "My  old  friend,  Tunis  Ryee, 
have  you  forgotten  Joseph  Wtman  ?"  The 
scene  was  ludicrous.  Tunis,  who  was  troubled 
with  a  sort  of  string-halt,  twitched  and  writhed, 
and  wriggled  in  the  hmatic's  embrace,  but  he 
might  as  well  have  tried  to  extricate  himself 
from  the  hug  of  a  bear — while  the  woman, 
in  sympathetic  joy,  made  a  similar  tender 
demonstration  on  the  whole  crowd,  from 
which  I  fortunately  escaped  by  hiding  in  the 
cellar.  Quiet  bemg,  after  a  while,  restored, 
Wyman  introduced  his  companion  as  his  wife, 
Elizabeth  ;  Tunis,  after  some  rubbing,  ascer- 
tained that  his  bones  were  whole,  and  Eli 
LiiDiNGTON  treated  the  company.  In  this  way 
I  became  acquainted  with  Joseph  Wyman, 
and  Elizabeth,  his  wife. 

After  this,  he  became  a  fixture  in  the  town, 
and  his  senses  becoming  more  and  more  hope- 
lessly impaired,  he  was  made  the  butt  for  all 
the  wild  pranks  of  all  the  vagabond  boys  of 
the  Village.     By  the  aid  of  some  good-hearted 
persons,  he  managed  to  build  a  little  shanty, 
about  the  size  of  a  dry-goods  box,  on  the  site 
afterwards  occupied  by  the  Cholera  Hospital, 
and  here  all  sorts  of  annoyance  was  practiced 
upon  him.     The  spring,  where  he  obtained 
his  little  supply  of  water  (his  principal  drink 
vfas  Gin)  was  roiled,  dead  cats  were  thrown 
^into  his  window,  and  hving  cats  were  let 
'  down  his  chimney.     On  such  occasions  he 
would  rush  out,  and  failing  to  find  his  tor- 
mentors, would  indulge  in  the  most  imcouth 
oaths  and  hideous  blasphemies  Avhich  I  ever 
heard  issue  from  mortal  lips.     I  have  some- 
times thought  that  his  sin  would  not,  at  last, 
be  charged  so  much  to  the   account  of  the 
poor  okf  man  as  to  that  of  his  persecutors. 

The  last  trick  which  I  remember  to  have 
been  played  upon  him,  came  nigh  to  being 


serious  in  its  consequences.  A  gang  of  lads, 
some  of  them  old  enough  to  know  better, 
supplied  themselves  with  long  levers,  and  at 
the  hour  of  midnight  went  to  work  to  disturb 
the  perpendicularity  of  Joe's  domicile.  Slow- 
ly, inch  by  inch,  one  side  was  elevated,  until  the 
floor  described  an  angle  of  forty -rive  degrees 
with  the  horizon,  when  down  slid  the  table, 
the  stools,  the  stove,  the  kettles,  and  bed  with 
its  inmates,  in  one  mass,  against  the  door, 
baiTing  all  egress,  and  the  coals  igniting  the 
bedding,  it  seemed,  for  a  few  minutes,  that  a 
holocaust  would  be  made  of  poor  Joe  and 
Betty  Wyman.  After  the  fire  was  quenched, 
Joe  stood  in  perfect  silence — not  an  oath,  not 
even  an  ejaculation  escaped  him.  Like  the 
man  who  lost  his  ashes,  he  seemed  to  lack 
expletives  to  "do  justice  to  the  subject." 


Not  long  after  this,  the  couple  left  the  town, 
and  1  presume  long  ere  this  found  a  refuge 
from  all  earthly  annoyances,  and  mayhap,  in 
a  better  world  'than  this,  have  recovered  that 
reason  of  which,  by  the  inscrutable  providence 
of  God,  they  were  here  deprived. 


At  this  moment  the  tap  of  a  muffled  drum 
arrests  my  attention,  and  looking  from  my 
window,  I  see  the  colfin  of  a  dead  soldier  car- 
ried past.  The  mournful  strains  of  the  Dead 
March,  the  reversed  arms,  and  the  siiddencd 
faces  of  his  late  associates,  as  they  bear  him 
on  his  way  to  some  other  "Village  Cemetery,"' 
causes  me  to  feel  how  insignificant  are  my 
attempts  to  revive  the  memories  of  the  very 
few  who  are  laid  in  our  own  burial  grounds, 
as  contrasted  with  the  labor  which  will  be 
required  to  write  the  individual  historj-  of  the 
hecatombs  which  have  been  sacrificed  in  this 
War. 
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,      „  17  iRfi-,     t  the  mi<^ratory  birds  will  return  to  build  their 
MA.on  1  .  m.       ^i^^^^^^^^^^^  in  this  hallowed  spot,  and. 

The  mild  weather  wMch  has  prevaded  foi  i  ^!^  ""^JJ^f ;;5'^^  to  irreet  the  liberati.ni  of 

the  last  week,  gives  promise  of  an  early  rctura  ,       ,    =  from'the'chill  thraldom  of  Winter. 
of  Spring.     The  deep  snows  ^l^i^'^^.l^^^i^''^  ^^  But   alas'  in  all  this  pleasant  change,  the 
long  hidden  from  sight  the   graves  in     Uur  -^^^  ^^^^^^^^^  ^^,  ^^..,j  ,^^.,^,.^  ^  ^.^^^  „^  j,ari ; 

Cemetery"  are  wasting  away,  under  the  a  tc.-i_  gi^.^bers  are  unbroken;    and  to  the 
nating  influence  of  warm  "-^l^^/"^^  ^.^^^i^^^  |  t^e  ^^^^ 

sun,  and  passing  off,  in  rapid  flow,  to  ]oin  ; 

the  waters  of   the  Hudson.     Very  soon  the  j      u^he  breezy  voice  of  incense-brejithng  morn. 
tvp.o  and  shrubbery  wiU  germinate  and  put    r^^    gwullow  titterin-  ui  Irt  ^'p'^"*:'^"'".!.'''.*'.' 
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Thoy  rest  from  their  labors,  aud  here  "they 
alike  in  Irembling  hope  repose,"  awaiting  that 
vernal  season  ]iromisecl  by  Ilini  Avho  triumphs 
over  the  grave ;  when  those  who  w^ere  licre 
bowed  to  the  earth  by  the  weight  of  years, 
shall  rise  rejuvenated  ;  when  those  who  Avere 
weary  with  i)ain  and  sickness  here,  shall  come 
forih  refreshed;  Avheu  "beauty,  immortal, 
shall  wake  from  the  tomb  ;"  and  when  those 
who  sowed  in  sorrow  here,  shall  reap  in  joy, 
in  that  laud 


"Where  everlastin"^  Spring  abides, 
And  never-fading  Mowers." 

To  the  happy  fruition,  in  God's  own  time, 
of  these  trembling  hopes,  we  leave  our  buried 
djad,  lingering  only  to  rescue  some  of  their 
memories  from  utter  forgetfulness.  And  here 
allow  me  to  say,  that  I  have  not  given,  aud  do 
not  propose  to  give,  any  extended  biography 
of  those  whose  names  present  themselves  to 
my  mind.  The  pressure  of  daily  labor,  and 
a  precarious  state  of  health,  prevent  me  from 
doing  more  than  to  remind  your  readers  that 
certain  indi\iduals  lived  and  died  ;  and  even 
this  I  have  only  undertaken  in  the  hope  that 
some  one  of  your  old  citizens,  with  more  time 
aud  talent  than  myself,  might  become  suffi- 
ciently interested  to  take  the  task  out  of  my 
hands. 

Not  far  from  the  abode  of  Joseph  Wyman, 
lived   Willie    Scott,    the   cartman,    Abe.ui 
Fonda  aud  Matthew  Graves.     Of  the  first  I 
will  not  now  speak,  as  I  intend  to  introduce 
him  hereafter  in  a  different  connection  ;  and 
of  Abram  Fonda,  I  have  but  space  to  make 
brief  mention.     Gifted  with  talents  far  above 
mediocrity,  to  which  were  added  a  good  edu- 
cation and  a  fund  of  humor,  he  had,  in  his 
early  youth   and  manhood,  occupied  a  social 
position  higher  than  when  I  first  became  ac- 
quainted with  him.     By  what  adverse  circum- 
stances he  became  reduced  to  the  level  of  a 
day  laborer,  which  he  was,  as  long  as  I  knew 
him,  I  have  never  heard.     He  resided  for 
many  years,  and  until  his  death,  at  the  foot 
of  ilain  street,  on  premises  leased  from  Geo. 
Clark,  where  he  cultivated  a  garden  which 
was  the  envy  of  his  neighbors,  and  where  I 
used  frequently  to  resort,  to  listen  to  his  stories 
of  Old  Times,  for  he  had  a  happy  knack  of 
relating  them,  and  was,  in  every  respect,  even 
in  his  old  age,  an  intelligent  and  genial  com- 
panion.    I  could  repeat  many  of  his  '  'yarns, ' ' 
but  I  suspect  they  would  be  a  little  too  broad 
to  suit  the  tastes  of  some  of  your  readers.     One 
incident  of  his  life  I  Avill  endeavor  to  give 
you,  as  an  evidence  of  his  ingenuity  and  tact 
in  getting  over  an  apparently  insurmountable 
difliculty,  although,  to  those  who  have  heard 
the  story  from  his  own  lips,  it  will  doubtless 
seem  insipid  in  the  repetition  : 


In  early  life  he  had  been  half  office-boy  and 
half  student  with  Philip  Hoffman,  then  an 
attorney  of  some  considerable  repute,  in  the 
town  of  Livingston.     Among  the  many  cases 
in  which  HoJfman  was  engaged,  was  one  in 
which  a  pig-headed  Dutchman  occupied  the 
position  of  defendant,  without  a  defense.— 
Hoffman  had  looked  into  it,  around  it,  and 
througli  it,    but  could  find  no  gi-ound  upon 
which  to  stand  before  a  Justice  or  a  jury,  aud 
resolved   to   abandon  it.     At  this  juncture, 
Fonda  came  to  the  rescue.     Stimulated  by  the 
promise  of  the  entire   fees,  and  a  bonus  to 
boot,  if  he  should  be  successful  in  non-suiting 
the  plaintiff,  he  appeared  with  his  client  before 
a  Dutch  justice  in  Johnstown.     The  attorney 
for  the  complainant  was  a  young  lawyer  from 
Hudson,  who  had  before  won  the  favor  of  the 
magistrate  by  a  show  of  great  respect,  and  by 
addressing    him  by  the   fiattering    titles  of 
"Your Honor,"  "Your Worship, "  "this Hon- 
orable C,)urt,"  &c.     Abram  realized  the  ad- 
vantage of  his  antagonist,  and  the  hopelessness 
of  his  cause,  unless  he  could  manage  to  fi-ea 
the  mind  of  the  Justice  from  the  unlucky  bias. 
Accordingly,  he  invited  the  old  gentleman  to 
take  a  diuuk  at  the  bar,  when  he  began  to  in- 
sinuate that  the  opposing  counsel  had  been  in 
the  habit  of  poking  fun  at  the   magistrate. 
"Have  you  not  noticed,"  said  he,  "that  upon 
all  occasions  he  has  addressed  you  wdth  epithets  A 
such  as  are  only  befitting  or  pleasant  to  a  Tory  ?  S 
He  styles  you  'his  Honor,'  'his  Worship,'  'iiis 
Mightiness,'  and  'his  Royal  Highness,'  when 
there  are  no  such  titles  on  this   side  of  the 
Atlantic,  since  the  Revolution,  and  this  Hud- 
son pettifogger  knows  it.     Depend  upon  it, 
he  is  ridiculing  you. " 

"Waal,"  says  the  old  Whig,  "I  wiU  let  the 

d tl  Yankee  see  whether  I  am  to  be  insulted 

in  my  own  Court."  The  trial  was  called  on, 
and  testimony  adduced  on  the  part  of  the 
plaintiff,  Abram  declined  to  call  his  witnesses, 
(in  fact  he  had  none,)  and  also  waived  his 
right  to  the  first  summing  up.  As  the  op- 
posing counsel  rose  to  make  the  closing  speech, 
the  Court  peremptorily  ordered  him  to  take 
his  seat :  '  'For, ' '  said  he,  "I  gives  shudgment 
for  de  tefendant."  "But,  your  Honor—-" 
interposed  the  counsel.  "Sit  town!"  roared 
the  Justice.  ' 'If  you  open  your  d d  Yan- 
kee jaws  again,  I  wdll  give  you  aperwiY  for 
Claverack  Jail.  I  dells  you  I  gives  shudgment 
for  de  tefendant,  und  de  Court  is  adjom-ned." 
And  so  Abram  won  the  hopeless  case. 

Mat.  Graves  lived  adjacent  to  Fonda's 
garden — indeed,  Abram  sometimes  thought  in 
rather  too  close  proximity.  In  front  of  his 
shanty,  stretched  Eastwardly  and  Southeriy  an 
extensive  plain,  where  company  cU-ills  and 
regimental  reviews  were  held— the  Champa 
de  Mars  of  Catskill.     As  the  militaiy  sph-it 


was  rife  in  those  days,  and  these  gatherings 
frequent,  Mat.  and  his  wife  managed  to  pick 
up  a  good  many  shillings ;  he  by  firmg  salutes 
with  a  swivel,  she  by  the  sale  of  ginger-bread, 
molasses  candy  and  spruce  beer.  Outside  of 
this,  Mat.  did  not  perform  any  more  work 
than  the  law  allows.  Mrs.  Graves  had  the 
reputation  of  being  a  veiy  industrious  and  tidy 
woman  ;  m  illustration  of  which  latter  quality 
I  will  state  that,  meeting  Mat.  one  day,  carrj-- 
ing  a  pot  of  green  paint,  I  enquired  'what  he 
intended  to  do  with  it,  when  he  very  gravely 
answered  that  his  wife  had  become  so  excess- 
ively fastidious  in  her  neatness  that  she  wanted 
her  oven-wood  painted. 

Mat.  sometimes,  too,  became  confused  in 
his  ideas  of  meum  and  tuum.  One  day  Mr. 
Apollos  Cooke  handed  him  a  fine  tm-key, 
and  directed  him  to  take  it  home  and  tell  the 
folks  to  cook  it  for  dinner.  At  the  usual 
dinner  horn-,  Sir.  Cooke  went  home,  but  no 
turkey  had  been  left,  and  consequently  non(> 
had  been  roasted.  He  went  in  search  of 
Mat.  to  leani  the  cause  of  the  mistake,  when 
that  vagabond  averred  that  he  had  obeyed 
orders  literally  by  taking  the  turkey  honir, 
and  that  he  knew  it  was  properly  cooked,  for 
]Mrs.  Graves  and  himself  had  just  made  a  most 
excellent  meal  of  it. 

Mat.  Graves  came  to  Catskill  from  Delaware 
3  County,  and  he  used  to  relate  many  anecdotes 


of  his  Scotch  neighbors.  He  also  brought 
with  him  what  he  declared  was  the  veritable 
muster-roll  of  a  militia  company  in  one  of  the 
towns  of  that  county,  peopled  by  an  extensive 
family  of  Ge^vxts.  ^\^  near  as  I  can  remem- 
ber, it  ran  somewhat  as  follo\vs  : 

Among  the  officers  were— Captain  Sandy 
Grant,  Lieutenant  Sandy  Grant,  Sergeant  San- 
dy Grant,  Corporal  Sandy  Grant.  Among  the 
privates  were  Muckle  Sandy  Grant,  Wee  Sandy 
Grant,  Lame  Sandy  Grant,  One-eyed  Sandy 
Grant,  lled-headed  Sandy  Grant,  Left-haudcil 
Sandy  Grant,  and  a  score  of  others  whose  dis- 
tinctive prefixes  I  cannot  remember,  hut  wiiich 
all  went  to  show  that  Alexander  was  a  favor- 
ite name  in  the  Grant  family.  Mat.  wcjuld 
call  this  roll,  and  make  the  respon.ses,  with  all 
the  variations  of  the  Scottish  brogue,  and  in 
that  inimitable  manner  of  which  paper  and 
ink  can  convey  no  adequate  idea. 

The  last  time  I  remember  to  have  seen  Mat- 
thew Graves,  he  was  busily  engaged  in  digging 
up  bricks  fi-om  the  side-walk,  in  search  of 
imaginaiy  rats  !  Poor  fellow  !  Whisk}-  had 
about  finished  its  work,  and  he  died  soon  after 
of  deluium  tremens. 

I  have  not  quite  finished  with  this  characer, 
but  must  defer  further  notice  of  him,  and 
others,  to  another  number  of  these  imperfect 
sketches. 


CATSKH^L  CEIVIETERY  PAPERS.— Second  Seeies,- No.  YH. 

maeoh  21, 1865.  I  Weeds,  I  have  but  an  indistinct  personal 
For  most  of  the  past  week  I  have  been  oc-  j  remembrance.  Though  in  humble  walks  of 
cupied  in  sitting  up  of  nights,  to  watch,  like  life,  they  were  both,  I  believe,  esteemed  as 
Castjte,  the  advancing  waters,*  which  threat-  j  honest,  industrious  men,  and  one  of  them  (I 
ened  to  invade  my  domicil.  The  consequence  do  not  know  which)  has  acquired  some  posthu- 
is  a  general  disaiTangement  of  pots,  kettles  |  mous  celebrity  as  being  the  progenitor  of  the 
and  pans,  and  a  most  villainous  attack  of  well-known  Tuvrlow  Weed,  of  political  no- 
rheumatism.  To  this  must  be  attributed  the  |  toriety  and  editorial  renown,  and  wIki  ha^:  so 
brevity  and  defects  of  the  Sketch  which  I  well  exemplified  the  truism  that  "Honor  and 
attempt,  this  evening,  to  furnish  you.  Your  |  shame  from  no  condition  ri-^e."  And  here  I 
readers  will  doubtless  find  comfort  in  the  am  reminded  of  the  somewhat  remarkable 
assiu-ance  which  Goldsmith  offered,  in  his ;  fact,  that  the  two  most  distinguished  editors 
"Elegy  on  a  Mad  Dog,"  that  i  of  the  rival  jiarties  of  the  State,  Edwin  Cros- 

,,_„,,       -=    T -^         1  i^  WELL  and  TniRLow  AVeed,  were boj'S  together 

"If  thev  flnci  it  wondrous  sftort,  i.     ^,  ,.,^,    ,..,,         '  •'       ° 

It  will  not  hold  them  lonr,."  \  ^  the  same  little  \  illage. 

The  earliest  draymen  of  Catskill,  of  whom  '      I  have  heard  some  anecdotes  of  Mr.  Weed's 

I  have   any  recollection,  were  William  (or  early  life,  from  the  old  inhabitants  of  CatskilJ, 

"Wooley")  Scott,  the  two  Joe  Weeds,  (Joel  but  as  they  do  not  come   immediately  into 

and  Joseph,)  and  Hugh  Dougherty.     Of  tlu;  connection  with  the  subject  of  the  present 

latter  there  is  nothing  to  relate,  unless  it  may  paper,   I  refrain  from   relating  tliem  ;  and  I 

be  of  interest  to  know  that  he  was  a  little,  should  not  even   now  venture  to  allude  to  his 

cross-orained,  testy  Irishman.     Of  the  two  birth-place  or  boyhood,  if  (in  reply  to  a  recent 
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invitation  of  the  city  of  New  York  to  accept 
a  public  dinner)  lie  had  not  hhnsclf  referred 
to  his  early  life,  and  to  his  first  entrance  into 
that  city,  as  cabin  boy  of  a  Cat^kill  sloop ; 
nor  if  I'had  not  been  told,  by  those  intimate 
with  him,  that  he  now,  in  his  old  age,  cherishes 
fond  recollections  of  our  Village,  and  those 
friends  of  his  youth  who  have  passed  away 
forever. 

My  first,  and  indeed  only  individual  ac- 
quaintance with  Mr.  Weed,  consists  in  an 
introduction  to  him,  by  himself,  in  a  stage 
coach,  somewhere  between  Canandaigua  and 
Albany,  in  the  Summer  of  1828.  That  was 
the  very  year  in  which  I  became  a  voter,  and 
it  is  pretty  well  known  that  I  have  never  since 
that  time  cast  my  ballot  with  any  of  the  po- 
litical parties  of  which  he  has  been  the  ac- 
knowledged leader ;  yet  I  am  sm-e  there  are 
none  who  entertain  a  deeper  personal  respect 
for  hhn  than  I  do,  nor  who  more  highly  esti- 
mate his  talents,  and  admhe  his  social  quaUties 
and  generous  disposition.  Long  may  he  be 
spared  to  his  many  zealous  and  devoted 
friends. 

But  I  am  forgetting  that  my  task  is  not  to 
eulogise  the  living,  but  to  clu'onicle  the  sayings 
and  doings  of  the  dead. 

WooLET  Scott  lived  at  the  foot  of  Main 
street,  adjacent  to  that  Golconda  of  my  youth- 
Hul  imagination,  "Nancy's  Diamond  Hill," 
and  opposite  the  "Hop-o'-nose" — a  promon- 
tory made  classic  by  the  pen  of  the  prolific,  if 
not  profound  authoress  of  "Maiy  Derwent." 
His  vocation,  as  I  have  stated,  was  that  of  a 
carman,  to  which  he  added,  aided  by  his  son 
William,  the  management  of  a  little  garden, 
which  was  noted  for  its  early  productiveness, 
and  filling  out  his  surplus  of  time  by  selling 
white  sand  and  Amboy  clams.  Taxing  my 
memory  carefully  and  conscientiously,  I  am 
bound  to  say  that  I  never  knew  Wooley  Scott 
to  be  perfectly  sober  on  a  week  day,  nor  chunk 
on  a  Sunday.  In  that  particular  he  had  an 
advantage  of  one-seventh  over  some  others 
of  thcd,  and,  perhaps,  of  the  present  day. 
Many  tricks  were  played  upon  him  by  the 
Village  boys — such  as  removing  his  liuch-pins, 
stealing  his  clams,  spilling  his  sand,  and  en- 
ticing away  "Ould  Dick,"  his  horse,  whUe 
his  master  was  filling  his  skin  at  the  groggeiy. 
I  remember  that  one  cold,  wintry,  windy  day, 
Wooley  was  going  to  his  little  barn  with  a 
huge  back  load  of  stravt',  when  Abe  Dumond, 
a  finished  loafer,  seized  a  brand  from  the 
hearth  of  Tert.  LroiNGTox,  and  thrust  it  into 
the  straw.  Poor  Scott,  unconscious  of  the 
"fire  in  his  rear,"  continued  his  course,  and 
it  is  more  than  probable  that  himself,  his  barn, 
and  his  dwelling  would  have  been  consumed, 
had  not  his  "gude  wife"  discovered  his  pre- 
dicar^ent,  and  shouted  at  the  top  of  her  voice : 


"Cast  ofE  your  burden,  Willie,  for  ye're  a'  in 
a  lowe!" 

He  always  insisted  that  he  was  a  near  rela- 
tive of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  and  he  was  wont  to 
boast  that  he,  too,  had  successfully  wooed  the 
muses.  More  than  fifty  times  has  he  com- 
menced to  recite  to  me  an  elegy  upon  his 
deceased  horse,  but  as  he  never  got  beyond 
the  first  line  : 

''Ah,  wae's  the  day,  poor  Dick  is  deed," 

I  am  unable  to  state  the  precise  merits  of  the 
dirge.  He  often  promised  to  make  me  his 
literary  legatee,  and  I,  as  often,  promised  to 
secure  to  him  posthumous  fame  through  the 
publication  of  his  works.  He  is  dead  now — 
I  am  sure  of  it,  for  I  saw  him  in  his  colhn, 
and  followed  him  to  the  grave,  years  ago — 
but  I  have  never  seen  nor  heard  of  the  legacy. 
I  suspect  that,  though  the  spirit  of  poesy 
might  have  been  inherent^  yet  that  he  neglect- 
ed to  convert  "the  bullion  of  the  brain"  into 
a  negotiable  commodity.  One  thing  is  certain, 
the  only  fovu-  lines  of  rhyme  which  I  ever 
knew  him  to  repeat,  was  the  professional 
quatrain  of  a  clam  pedler,  which  ran  some- 
thing in  this  way : 

"Here's  clams,  gentlemen,  and  good,  I  say, 
For  they've  just  come  out  of  Amboy  Bay ; 
There's  some  for  to  roast,  and  some/or  to  fry, 
And  some  for  to  make  a  clam  pot-pie." 

Having  a  little  space  left  in  my  column,  I 
cannot,  perhaps,  do  better  than  to  fill  it  with 
a  brief  mention  of  Mrs.  Kake,  or,  as  she  was 
familiarly  called,  "Mammy  Kane,"  by  all  the 
boys  and  girls  of  the  Village,  although  I  never 
knew  that  she  held  a  maternal  relation  to  any 
body  or  any  thing  except  one  great,  lazy, 
swearing,  whislvy-driuking  Dick  Kelsey,  the 
hopeful  issue  of  her  first  nuptials. 

She  kept  a  cake,  and  candy,  and  spruce- 
beer  shop  near  the  center  of  Main  street,  and 
it  is  safe  to  say  that  nine-tenths  of  all  the  small 
change  which  came  into  the  possession  of  the 
children,  of  both  sexes,  ultimately  found  its 
way  into  Manmiy  Kane's  tUl. 

I  suppose  she  married  her  second  husband, 
Jimmy  Kane,  in  consideration  of  his  wonderful 
skill  in  painting  sugar  shepherdesses,  whistles, 
chums,  dogs,  cats,  and  every  other  variety  of 
saccharine  images  and  toys ;  certainly,  as  a 
specimen  of  the  genus,  Man,  he  did  not  amount 
to  much,  and  the  old  lady  might,  at  any  time, 
have  put  him  into  her  pocket,  alongside  of 
her  spectacles. 

I  do  not  suppose  there  is  a  native  of  Cats- 
kill,  who  has  aiTived  at  nigh  my  age,  who 
lias  forgotten,  or  ever  will  forget  Mammy 
Kane.  For  myself,  I  sometimes  think  that  I 
took  more  delight  in  watching  Jimmy,  as  he 
applied  the  brilliant  colors  to  the  baked  figures, 
than  I  have  since  experienced  in  the  contem- 
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plation  of  the  works  of  the  lamented  Cole, 
or  a  whole  Dusseldorf  gallery  of  paintings  ; 
and  the  pungency  of  her  spruce  beer,  and  the 
exquisite  flavor  of  her  ginger-bread  and  molas- 
ses candy,  are,  in  imagination,  once  more 
exceedingly  pleasant  to  the  taste.  If  there  is 
one  grief  in  which  I  sympathize  with  the 
rising  generation  of  Catskill,  more  than  in 
any  other,  it  is  that  they  do  not  and  never 
will  possess  such  another  "institution"  as 
Mammy  Kane. 


I  had  intended  to  speak  of  her  solitary 
boarder,  David  Fisn,  or  "old  Dawvie,"  the 
Scotchman,  who  she  had,  undoubtedly,  taken 
in  on  account  of  his  diminutive  size,  for  it  is 
certain  that  both  him  and  Jinmiy  Kane  did 
not,  aggregated^  occupy  more  room  at  the 
chimney-corner  than  the  and-irons ;  but  I 
must  leave  him  and  others  for  another  paper. 


*Icc  freshet  at  Albany. 
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Recalling  to  mind,  this  evening,  one  of  the 
old  pedagogues  of  Catskill,  and  endeavoring 
to  bring  back  to  my  recollection  enough  of  his 
peculiarities,  and  the  incidents  of  his  life,  to 
form  materials  for  another  Cemetery  Sketch, 
my  thoughts  imperceptibly  wandered  otf  to 
the  Village  School,  and  my  proposed  subject 
became  lost  in  the  fast-gathering  memories  of 
the  days  when,  and  the  companions  ivith 
\  whom,  I  was  m-ged  by  alternate  flatteries 
and  flagellations,  along  the  thorny  paths  of 
knowledge. 

It  is  now  more  than  half  a  century — (and 
where  have  all  the  years  flown  to,  and  what 
record  have  they  borne  with  them  ?) — since  I 
first,  reluctantly,  entered  the  ViUage  School 
House  as  a  pupil.  I  do  not  distinctly  remem- 
ber who  was  then  teacher,  nor  the  exact  period 
of  my  novitiate,  but  I  am  certain  that  it  is  as 
long  ago  as  I  have  stated,  for  I  have  a  clear 
recollection  that  on  one  dismal,  rainy  day,  we 
scholars  were  directed  to  take  books,  slates, 
copies  and  ink-stands,  so  that  the  room  might 
be  occupied  during  the  night  as  quarters  for 
theDelaware  militia,  who  were  passing  through 
the  town,  on  their  way  to  New  York  and  Staten 
Island,  to  defend  the  Southern  frontier  of  the 
State  from  British  aggression  ;  and  this  must 
have  been  as  early  as  1814.  I  remember,  too, 
that  it  was  the  same  year  when  poor  Joe 
Simpson  went  off  to  the  wars,  from  which  (for- 
tunately for  the  man  who  shot  his  brother  for 
stealing  pork)  he  never  returned.  Having 
thus  settled  this  question  of  chronology,  and 
consequently  established  my  own  antiquiii/, 
I  will,  as  the  negro  minstrels  say,  '  'proceed 
to  promulgate. " 

The  Village  School  House  stood  a  few  yards 
South-Easterly  from  the  Court  House,  a  little 
lower  than  the  road-way,  from  which  it  was 
reached  by  a  trestle-bridge  or  platform.     It 
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was  an  unpainted,  square  building,  and  its 
windows  were  placed  directly  oppos^ite  each 
other,  as  I  happen  to  know,  for  I  have  fre- 
quently tested  the  fact  by  throwing  stones 
through  the  glass  on  one  side,  and  the  missile 
has,  invariably,  come  out  at  the  other.  I  am 
not  sure  but  that  the  building  still  stands  in 
the  old  place,  though  it  has,  long  since,  ceased 
to  be  the  cradle  of  incipient  erudition,  and 
many  years  have  passed  since  its  walls  echoed  /5 
to  the  rehearsals  of  b-a-k-e-r,  baker,  or  the  iy< 
whistling  rush  of  the  trenchant  birch.  I  have  \$ 
a  very  dim  remembrance  of  what  studies  I 
pursued  there,  if,  indeed,  I  learned  anything, 
but  I  can  well  recollect  that,  not  far  from  the 
school  house,  was  a  fine  grove  called  "the 
Cedars,"  where  there  was  a  spring  of  clear, 
cold  water,  and  where  the  girls  used  to  go  to 
swing  and  play  at  "baby-house."  "I  bear  in 
my  body,"  to  this  day,  the  marks  of  a  cut 
from  a  hatchet,  which  I  received  while  trim- 
ming a  tree-branch,  to  which  to  fasten  a  swing 
for  one  of  the  girls,  and  I  bear  in  my  memorj' 
every  feature  of  the  damsel  in  whose  service 
I  was  wounded.— (It  matters  not,  however,  to 
your  readers,  whether  she  is  living  or  dead, 
as  I  do  not  intend  to  indulge  in  a  reminiscence 
of  what  the  Dutchmen  call  culrcs  l<  ir(i:r.) 

Of  all  that  bevy  of  school  girls  who  "went 
a-visiting"  each  other's  tree  stumps,  and  ad- 
mired each  other's  se((ing.-<  out,  in  the  .shajH! 
of  broken  bits  of  crockery,  and^  praised  the 
beauty  and  precocity  of  each  other's  ra^  bahiis. 
I  do  not  know  the  present  "local  haiiitation" 
of  more  than  a  half  dozen,  if,  indeed,  so  nuuiy 
still  sun-ive.  ]\rore  than  one  fell  a  victim  to 
consumption,  and  went  early  to  rest  in  "Our 
Cemetery  ;"  many  have  married,  and  left  their 
native  Village,  an"d  I  do  not  know    bul   one 

extant  and  crlllKitc  (Ellen )  and  sh.^ 

when  I  saw  her,  not  long  since,  looked  almost 
as  young  as  when  she  swung  in  "the  Cedar-','" 
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and  played  "high,  low,  jack  and  the  game"  at 
noon  hitennissions,  iu  the  Village  school  house. 

Besides  the  Village  School,  was  the  Acad- 
emy, on  what  is  now  called  Thompson  street, 
contiguous,  and  quite  convenient  to  Petek 
BoQAKDUs'  apple  orchard.  This  edifice  was 
built  one-half  of  brick,  and  the  other  half  of 
wood,  and  possessed  the  only  bell  in  town, 
except  that  on  the  old  Court  House.  I  remem- 
ber that  the  Academy  bell  was  rung,  on  Sun- 
days, to  call  the  congregation  of  St.  Luke's 
together,  while  that  on  the  Court  House  per- 
formed the  same  service  for  those  who  wor- 
shipped at  the  Presbyterian  "meeting-house." 
They  were  called,  respectively,  the  big  and 
little  bells,  and,  for  a  long  time,  were  the  only 
secular  or  ecclesiastical  tocsius  of  the  Village ; 
but  these  things  are  all  changed  now,  campa- 
nology is  reduced  to  a  science,  and  the  modest 
tintinnabulations  of  our  old  favorites  are 
smothered  iu  the  clamor  of  a  ton  or  two  of 
sonorous  metal. 

The  teachers  in  the  Village  School  were, 
usually,  persons  who  were  pursuing  their 
theological  studies  with  good  old  Doctor 
Porter,  and  the  exercises  were  supposed  to 
be  of  a  higher  grade  than  those  of  the  Acad- 
emy, which  was,  what  is  now  called,  a  Dis- 
trict school.  Of  the  early  teachers  at  the 
latter,  were  Joseph  Wyman,  Joseph  E.  Sim- 
I  MONs  and  Isaac  Douglas.  Of  Wyman  I  have 
spoken  in  a  former  paper.  Simmons  was  a 
Welchmau,  and  though  a  strict  disciplinarian, 
was  a  most  excellent  teacher.  He  is,  or  was, 
not  long  since,  living,  and  I  have  heard  that, 
imtil  veiy  recently,  he  was  engaged  in  the  tui- 
tion of  the  unfortunates  at  the  County  House. 

Isaac  Douglas  was,  in  some  way,  related 
to  the  BoGARDUS  and  Comfort  families,  an 
amiable  man,  a  ripe  scholar,  and  the  only 
teacher  whom  I  really  loved.  He  was  an 
occasional  contributor  to  the  colmnns  of  this 
paper  (the  Recorder')^  and  all  his  articles 
evinced  a  fine  literary  taste.  He  died,  com- 
IDaratively  young,  of  consumption. 

Of  the  Village  School,  I  can  only  call  to 
mind  the  names  of  Whittlesey,  Atwood, 
Whitley,  (a  wiiy,  dogmatic  and  pugnacious 
Scotchman)  and  Nutting,  who  was  commonly 
called  Mr.  Nothing,  or  Nobody. 

After  a  time,  the  Village  School  came  to  be 
looked  upon  as  rather  too  sectarian,  and  the 
Academy  as  rather  too  promiscuous  in  char- 
acter, and  the  conservative  portion  of  the  in- 
habitants resolved  to  establish  another  institu- 
tution.  The  building  for  this  purpose  was 
erected  on  the  street  running  from  Vfilliam  to 
Court  streets,  (I  forget  its  name)  directly  in 
the  rear  of  Isaac  Dubois'  brick  store,  and  was 
generally  known  as  Captain  Van  Loan's 
school  house.  The  first  teacher  here  was 
Robert  K.  Moulton,  a  man  who  had  failed 


while  in  business  with  Lora  Nash,  who  after- 
wards became  a  prominent  and  wealthy  citizen 
of  New  York.  Aside  from  his  elegant  pen- 
manship, Mr.  MouUon  possessed  very  few 
qualifications  as  a  teacher,  and  he  did  not 
long  remain  at  the  head  of  the  school.  He 
was  succeeded  by  one  Laguire,  a  half -crazed 
Irishman  with  a  red  wig.  He,  too,  was  a 
splendid  penman,  but  instead  of  trying  to 
impart  a  knowledge  of  the  art  to  his  pupils, 
he  made  use  of  his  acquirements  in  that  line 
ia  writing  love-letters  to  his  female  scholars. 
During  his  reign,  we  boys  had  a  '  'high  old 
time."  We  had  free  egress  and  ingress  at  all 
times,  through  the  doors  or  windows,  as  best 
suited  our  convenience ;  and  the  school  was, 
in  fact,  dming  the  time  of  his  rule,  or  misrule, 
a  continuous  scene  of  as  much  hubbub  and 
disorder  as  that  of  Ichabod  Crane,  at  Sleepy 
Hollow,  on  the  afternoon  when  the  master 
was  invited  to  take  tea  with  the  fair  but  fickle 
Katrina  Van  Tassel, 

Laguire  was  followed  by  Mr.  Morrell, 
who  was  a  good  deal    "on  his  shape,"  and 
something,  too,  of  a  ladies'  man.     His  gi'eat 
fault  was  a  noctm-ual  indulgence  in  stimulants 
at  the  grocery  store   of  his  crony,    Aleck 
Mann  ;  and  having,  one  night,  when  slightly 
inebriated,   "buried"  Jerry  Blake  in  a  hat 
full  of  eggs,  his  services  as  a  teacher  of  the    / 
young  idea  were  dispensed  with — our  parents,  S]. 
doubtless,  thinking  we  could  learn  such  tricks  ^/ 
without  an  outlay  of  fifty  doUai-s  per  month 
to  an  instructor. 

Succeeding  Morrell,  came  Frederick  Por- 
ter, whose  administration  was  more  satisfac- 
tory to  both  pati-ons  and  pupils  than  that  of 
either  of  his  predecessors.  Holding  the  reins 
lightly,  but  just  lirmly  enough  over  his  charge 
to  secure  order  in  the  school,  and  indulging 
in  just  enough  familiarity  with  his  scholars  to 
elicit  their  respect  and  affection,  he  was,  per- 
haps, the  most  popular  teacher  who  ever  fol- 
lowed the  profession  in  Catskill.  He  went 
from  our  Village  to  Albany,  as  a  book-keeper, 
where  he  soon  won  the  confidence  of  his 
employers,  and  ultimately  became  one  of  the 
celebrated  firm  of  Smith  &  Porter,  and  was 
at  one  time  reputed  to  be,  and  probably  was 
wealthy.  I  do  not  know  the  nature  of  the 
reverses  by  which  he  became  reduced  in  cir- 
cumstances, but  the  last  time  I  saw  him  he 
was  in  the  fruit  and  shell-fish  trade,  at  the 
corner  of  Hudson  street  and  Broadway.  He 
has  been  dead  some  years. 

Of  all  my  school  associates,  but  few  survive. 
Many  of  them  repose  in  om-  pleasant  Cem- 
etery ;  some  lie  beneath  the  boundless  prairies 
of  the  West;  some  have  found  gi'aves  in 
foreign  lands,  and  the  fate  of  others  will 
never  be  known  until  the  sea  gives  up  its  dead. 

Requiescat  in  pace  ! 
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REMINISCENCES  OF  CATSKILL.— BY  Me.  THURLOW  WEED. 


Ai.iiANT,  MAEcn  29, 1865. 
To  ike  Editor  of  the  Recorder  and  Democrat: 

In  your  Recorder  of  the  2-itli  inst.,  (which 
I  received  this  morning)  a  writer  who  recalls 
and  describes  some  of  the  early  inhabitants 
of  yom-  Village,  '  'remembers,  as  among  the 
eaiiiest  Draymen  of  Catskill,  the  two  Joe 
Weeds,  (Joel  and  Joseph)  one  of  whom,  I 
do  not  know  which,  was  the  progenitor  of 
Thtrlow  Weed.  Though  in  humble  life, 
both  were  esteemed,  I  believe,  as  honest,  in- 
dustrious men." 

Though  a  matter  of  no  possible  interest  to 
any  one  but  myself,  allow  me  to  say  that  Joel 
Weed,  the  younger  brother,  was  my  father. 
They  ?fe/'e  "honest,  industrious"  cartmen,my 
uncle  Joseph  being  the  more  prosperous.  In- 
deed, he  owned  a  house  still  standing,  about 
half-way  between  "Chandler's"  and  the 
Bridge;  whUe  we  "moved"  annually,  at  least, 
renting  apartments  in  the  "Stone  Jug," 
"Number  Eight,"  (I  can't  remember  why 
No.  8)  GuLLEx's  Barber  Shop,  &c. ,  &c.  My 
uncle  Joseph  had  one  son,  Geoege  L.  Weed, 
a  very  worthy  man,  and  well  known  Cluistian 
Missionaiy.  I  had  two  brothers;  one  (Oeeix) 
5  died  in  New  York  in  1818,  and  the  other 
(Ossoex)  in  Tennessee  in  1851.  My  father 
died  in  Onondaga  forty-six  years  ago;  my 
mother,  in  Tennessee,  in  1846. 

This  is  all — perhaps  more  than  anybody 
will  care  to  learn — of  my  origin.  But  your 
correspondent  has  turned  my  thoughts  back 
to  the  Ccitskill  that  I  remember  during  the 
fii-st  seven  years  of  the  present  century ;  and 
some  of  its  "oldest  inhabitants"  may  be  inter- 
ested in  reminiscences  of  that  period.  I  am 
not  as  much  mistaken,  probably,  in  the  im- 
pression that  Catskill  was  a  place  of  more 
business  enterprise  and  activity  then  than  at 
present,  as  I  was,  after  an  absence  of  nearly 
twenty  years,  in  the  width  of  the  Creek,  the 
height  of  the  "Hop-o'-nose,"  and  the  distance 
fi-om  "DoxNELLT'd"  to  the  Court  House.  At 
anv  rate,  however,  the  Catskill  of  my  youth 
was  a  bustUug,  thrifty,  pleasant  Village,  with 
considerable  commerce,  two  ship-yai-ds,  and 
in  the  Winter  a  large  slaughtering  and  packing 
business. 

Among  its  inhabitants  were  men  of  decided 
abUity— men  who,  in  any  communitv',  would 
stand  out  prominently  upon   the  canvass. — 
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honest,  lived  in  dread  of  Imprisonment ! 
My  father  was  one  of  a  class  whom  ill-fortune 
tracked  through  life.     lie  worked  hard,  but 
never  prospered.     His  horse  was  always  sick, 
or  lame,  or  was  backing  the  cart  oi¥  the  Duck. 
The    Debtors'    Prison,    therefore,    was    ever 
staring  us  in  the  face.     But  there  was  this 
blessed  mitigation  of  the  horrors  of  a  Debtors' 
Prison.     There  were  Gaol  Liberties  connected 
with  the  prison,  of  which  a  debtor,  with  a 
reputation  for  honesty,  and  a  wealthy  friend 
who  would  sign  his  bond  to  remain  upon  the 
"Limits,"  might  avail  himself.     The  Limits, 
accurately  defined,  extended  to  business  parts 
of  the  Village,  so  that  a  poor  man  stood  sonic 
chance  of  keeping  the  wolf  from  devouring 
his  wife  and  children.     This,  however,  was 
not  the  fuU  measure  of  the  Law's  humanity. 
On   Sunday   the  debtor  was  free  !     And  on 
these  days  of  jubilee  I  used  to  roam  with  luy 
enfranchised   lather,  down  to   the  "Point," 
over  to  the  Shad  Fishen-,  or  up  to  Jefferson, 
with  a  deep  sense  of  gratitude  that  he  was 
permitted,  one- day  in  the  week,  to  walk  God's 
earth,    and   breathe   His    atmosphere,    uure- 
strained.   Creditorswereonthe  watch,  always,  /J 
for  truant  debtors,  who  sometimes  failed  •■•«''•' 
return  to  the  Limits  before  twelve  o'clock 
Sunday  night. 

I  do  not  remember  the  "Mammy  K.\XE," 
whom  your  correspondent  chronicles  as  the 
depositors^  of  boys'  sixpences.  The  Ginger- 
bread and  Spruce"  Beer  House  most  resorted  to 
sixty  years  ago,  was  kept  ciuite  at  the  upper 
end  of  the  Village,  near  "Bki-suingiiam's." 
There  were  three  hotels,  (Donnelly's,  Chan- 
dler's, and  Boti-sford's,)  in  Catskill  then, 
each,  I  am  sure,  more  extensively  known  than 
any  of  your  present  hotels.  The  late  gallant 
Col.  DoxN-ELLY  was  a  grand-son  of  the  keeper 
of  the  hotel  I  refer  to. 

Among  the  events  that  impressed  themselves 
upon  my  memor)-,  indelibly,  was  the  drown- 
ing of  a  daughter  of  Mr.  Hili.,  by  a  frisliet, 
and  the  loss  of  a  son  of  .Air.  Donxelly,  by 
skating  into  an  air-hole  on  Mouse  Crrek,  (I 
believe  that  was  the  name)  a  mile  or  two 
below themouthoftheCat.-kiilCreek.  Skating, 
so  much  the  fashion  n(«w,  was  a  favorite  ex- 
ercise of  the  grand-fathers  of  those  who  .so 
enjoy  it  now,  though  latlies  did  not  then  hhare 
the  excitement. 

An  incident  remembered  of  course  by  \s\\\ 

very  few,  was  then  an  "eight  days  wonder." 

_  This   was  a  pei-sonal   combat  betwit-n   two 

mi;'dTet;L7mo;rvh";5;-'iuclden,,    yo-^^g  g-'l^™.  "'tlJlu'L'itToUfm" 
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perhaps  even  this  reference  to  the  cu'cumstance 
may  be  ill-timed. 

The  lirst  military  funeral  I  ever  witnessed, 
was  that  of  Major  Hale.  This  was  in  1803 
or  '4.     It  was  wry  impressive,  especially  in 


a  general  street  collision  was  with  much  diffi- 
culty arrested. 

I  wonder  if  any  of  the  half  dozen  boys  who, 
with  myself,  put  their  clothes  in  their  hats, 
and  placing  the  hats  ujjon  a  board,  pushing 


the  led  horse,  with  the  holster,  boots,  &c.,  of  |  it  ahead,  swam  off   to  the   island    ''now  the 
the  deceased  Revolutionary  officer.  ;  steamboat  landing)  to  await  the  approach  of 

In  those  days  there  was  a  delusion  among  the ///-.v;' steamboat,  still  survive? 
poor  l)ut  credulous  peopl(>,  al)out  the  burled  |  _  ^h'  ^''^t  occupation  was  to  blow  and  strike 
treasure  of  Cajit.  Kidd.  I  remember  to  have  '  i"  <be  blacksmith  shop  of  a  Mr.  Reeves,  which 
been,  as  a  b:)y,  i)ennitted  to  accompany  a  party  stood  not  far  East  of  the  Ika  Day  house.  I 
on  an  expedilion  which  was  sup])osc'd  to  be  j  afterwards  lived  with  a  Captain  Bakek,  on  the 
pregnant  with  golden  results.     Upon  reaching  j  bridge,  and  subsequently  with  him  in  a  tavern 


the  mysterious  locality,  the  throat  of  a  black 
cat  was  cut,  and  the  jirecise  spot  was  indicated 
by  the  direction  the  blood  spurted.  And  there 
the  digging  conunenced,  with  an  energy 
worthy  of  DocsTEKSwivEL,  in  the  'Antiquary,' 
but  it  was  not  rewarded  by  even  so  much  as 
the  discovery  of  "Search  No.  1." 

As  boys,  w.e  used  to  go  down  to  the  mag- 
nificent (but  even  then  dilapidated,  and  long 
since  demolished)  Livingston  Manor  House" 
at  the  mouth  of  Johnston's  Creek,  to  pick 
Barberries,  and  get  frightened  by  the  sereech- 
ings  of  an  insane  lady,  confined  in  her  apart- 
ment in  the  white  house  upon  the  hill. 

The  great  event,  and  one  that  excited 
Catskill  for  many  months,  was  a  nun-der  !  A 
^  body  was  discovered  early  one  Sunday  morn- 
'  ing,  on  the  West  shore  of  the  Creek,  near 
Dubois'  farm.  I  forget  whether  the  name  of 
the  murdered  man  was  Scott,  or  whether 
that  was  the  name  of  the  murderer.  Soon  it 
was  ascertained  that  the  man  was  last  seen  at 
Nance  JIcFall's,  a  disreputable  house  out  of 
the  Village,  but  near  the  spot  where  the  body 
was  found.  Circumstances  came  out  which 
satisfied  the  inhabitants  that  he  had  been  mur- 
dered. Toward  evening  groups  were  seen  at 
corners,  growing  more  and" more  excited,  until, 
Justice  not  yet  having  drawn  on  its  boots,  the 
multitude  pressed  through  the  Main  street, 
strengthening  in  numbers  and  enthusiasm, 
do\yn  to  the  dwelling  of  the  doomed  Nance, 
which  was  demolished  and  scattered  to  the 
winds  and  waves.  Subsecpiently  the  nuirderer 
was  tried,  con\icted,  and  sentenced  to  be 
hung  ;  hut  on  the  day  of  execution,  and  only 
an  hour  from  the  fatal  moment,  wlien  an  ini- 
mense  concourse  of  people  were  assembled, 
came  a  Reprieve  ! 

The  first  great  man  I  ever  saw  was  Gov- 
ernor Morgan  Lewis,  who  reviewed  a  brigade 
m  the  Village  of  Madison,  in  180G. 

In  early  Embargo  days,  there  was  much  of 
parly  bitterness  at  Catskill.     The  Federalists 
wore  black  cockades.     This  exasperated  the  ' 
Republicans.     I  remember  an  occasion  when  i 
a  Li^ht   Infantry   company  (commanded,    I ' 
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at  Jefferson. 

My  River  experience,  as  cabin  boy,  or  cook, 
was  with  Captains  Grant  and  Bogardus,  in 
the  sloops  Ranger  and  Jefferson.  My  incli- 
nation for  the  life  of  a  sailor  was  fostered  by 
a  strong  attachment  for  a  James  Van  Voort 
a  handsome,  dashing  fellow,  with  a  rich,' 
melodious  voice,  who  followed  the  River  in 
the  season  of  navigation,  and  worked  at  his 
trade,  as  a  nailer,  (nails  were  not  made  with 
machinery  then)  in  the  Winter.  But  this  in- 
clination was  always  subordinate  to  my  desire 
to  become  a  Printer.  JMy  great  ambition  was 
to  get  apprenticed  to  Mr.  Mackay  Croswell, 
who  then  published  the  Recorder,  but  the 
realization  of  that  object  was  postponed, 
though  I  lingered  about  the  printing  office  a 
good  deal,  doing  chores,  and  learning  what  I , 
could  learn  as  an  interloper.  ' 

Your  correspondent  kindly  refers  to  the  cir- 
cumstance that  Mr.  Edwin  Croswell  and 
myself  "were  boys  together  at  Catskill."— 
Though  of  the  same  age,  we  were  not  intimate 
as  boys.  He  had  the  advantage  of  me  in 
position,  education,  &c.  Nor  had  he,  like 
Jack  Grauam  and  Gil.  Frost,  a  taste  for 
sports  and  adventures,  in  which  I  remember 
to  have  participated.  Mr.  Croswell,  as  a  boy, 
was  noticeable  for  the  same  quiet,  studious, 
refined  habits  and  associations  which  have 
characterized  his  whole  life.  I  left  Catskill  in 
1808,  and  did  not  again  meet  Mr.  Croswell 
for  nearly  twenty  years.  In  1830,  as  editor 
of  the  Evening  Journal,  (Mr.  Croswell 
having  been  for  several  years  editor  of  the 
A  rgus)  we  came  into  sharp  collision.  Albany 
was  then,  and  for  years  before  and  after  that 
period,  a  political  centre  for  both  the  State 
and  Nation.  Each  party  confided  the  duty  of 
organization  and  discipline  to  their  respective 
editors.  A  sense  of  responsibility  stimulated 
both.  Long  years  of  earnest  controversy  and 
intense  feeling  ensued.  The  Avarfare,  unhap- 
pdy,  assumed  not  only  political  but  personal 
and  social  aspects. 

The  leading  men  of  the  Democratic  parly 
possessed  talents,  experience  and  tact.  The 
"Albany  Regency,"  consisting,  as  it  did,  of 
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^Ir.    Knowee,    Silas  Weight,   Mr.  Flagg,  1 
S.  A.  Talcott,  T.  W.  Olcott,  &c.,  &c.,  found  ! 
iu  Mr.  Ceosvvell,  their  colleague  aud  editor, 
sound  judgment,  untiring  industiy,  great  de- 
votion aud  rare   ability.     Gov.  Marct,  Mr. 
WEiGnx   and    Gen.    Dix,    distinguished    for ; 
Legislative   and  Executive  ability,  were  very 
able  contributors  to  the  columns  of  the  Argus. 
Mr.    Flagg,   himself  an  editor,  was   also  a 
"power"  in  the  Argus.     Against  such  men, 
with  General  Jackson  as  their  Chief,  it  was 
my  privilege  to   contend ;  and  now,  all  the 
bitterness  engendered  by  such  conflicts  having 
been  soothed  by  time,  it  is  pleasant  to  remem-  : 
ber  that  before' the  curtain  fell,  at  the  closing 
scene  of  that  political  drama,  agreeable  per- 
sonal relations  grew  up  between  most  of  these 
eminent  men  and  myself.     I  was  tirst  intro- 
duced to  ]Mr.  Van  Buren  at  the  funeral  of  niy 
intimate  friend,  the  late  Gov.  Maecy.     This 
w^as  my  first  and  last  meeting  with  the  then 
ex-President.     For  several  years  before  the  \ 
death  of  Silas  Weight,  we  were  friends. — 
With  Mr.  Flagg,  who  survives,  like  Belisa- 
Kirs,  with  lost  vision  but  bright  intellect,  I 
have  long  enjoyed  common   sentiments  and 
sympathies  ;  and  my  relations  with  Gen.  Dix, 
political,  personal  and  social,  are  most  pleasant. 
With  Mr.  Olcott,  the  able  tinancier  of  the 
"Regency"  in  its  palmy  days,  peculiar  rela- 
^tions  have  ever  existed.     He  never  refused 
'  me  a  pecuniary  favor,  and  for  the  tu-st  twenty 
years  of  my  residence  here,  I  had  to  ask  for 


myself  and  other  poor  politicians,  very  many. 
He  has  disrounted  scores  of  notes  where  the 
maker  aud  endorser  were  ecjually  good — for 
7iothing.  Protests,  '  'plenty  as  blackberries, " 
never  injured  my  credit  at  the  "Little  Belt." 

I  remember  to  have  formed  a  high  esthnate 
of  the  usefulness  of  three  citizens  of  Catskill, 
viz :  Dr.  Croswell,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Porter, 
and  Jacob  Haigiit.  Perhaps  I  only  shared 
the  common  sentiment  of  the  Village  ;  but, 
at  any  rate,  those  gentlemen  came  up  to  my 
ideal  of  model  men.  Later  in  life,  while 
serving  with  Major  Haight  in  the  Legislature, 
my  early  impressions  of  his  worth  were  con- 
firmed. 

Your  correspondent  is  quite  right  in  as- 
suming that  I  cherish  fond  recollections"  of 
Catskill.  In  the  first  years  of  my  banish- 
ment— for  Catskill  was  an  Eden  to  my  youth- 
ful memory — my  chief  happiness  consisted  in 
anticipating,  at  some  future  day,  a  return  to 
that  charmed  locality.  And  only  last  Sum- 
mer, moved  by  something  like  the  instinct 
which  brings  "chickens  home  to  roost,"  I 
explored  the  Village  in  search  of  what  ^\•as 
not  found — a  finished  mansion  with  pleasant 
surroundings,  and  "For  Sale." 

The  length  of  this  letter  admonishes  me  that 

it  must  close.     In  speaking  or  writing  of  things 

which  occurred  three  scores  of  years  ago,  old    fo 

1  men  are  pretty  sure  to  be  prolix  if  not  prosy.  rS^- 

I  Kespectfully  Yours,  2/^ 

THURLOW  WEED.       ^ 
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REMINISCENCES   OF   CATSKILL.— BY  Me.  EDWIN  CROSWELL. 


To  the  Editor  of  the  Recorder  and  Democrat : 

Deae  Sie— I  have  delayed  an  acknowledg- 
ment of  your  favor,  of  the  last  month,  inviting 
the  fulfilment  of  a  partial  promise  to  add  in 
some  form  to  the  local  sketches  of  Catskill, 
which  the  Recorder  and  Democrat  has 
given  to  its  readers,  from  the  genial  and  fe- 
licitous pen  of  the  late  James  D.  Pinckney, 
and  which  you  propose  to  re-publish  and  i^^sue 
in  pamphlet  form.  The  delay  has  arisen  from 
a  doubt  whether  anything  I  could  recall  could 
add  to  the  intrinsic  interest  of  sketches  which 
belong  to  men  and  events  long  since  passed, 
and  the  fidelity  or  merit  of  which  few  at  this 
day  could  recognize.  This  doubt  is  by  no 
means  dispelled.  But  there  are  newspaper 
statistics  or  cHCumstanccs  touching  the  origin 
and  antecedents  of  your  own  journal,  which 

r-b^ 


have  not  yet  been  definitely  stated,  that  may  be 
said  to  belong  to  your  own  position  and  suc- 
cessful efforts  in  journalism. 

The  first  issue  of  a  newspaper  in  Catskill, 
was  on  Mondav,  August  0th,  1792.  It  was 
entitled  the  Catskill  Packet,  with  a  neatly 
engi-aved  vignette  of  a  sloop,  under  full  sail, 
jib"  foresail,  mainsail,  tojisail,  flag,  Ac, 
"Printed  by  ]\Iackay  Croswell  &  Co.,  Cats- 
kill  Landing,  price  Ten  Shillings  per  lumum." 
The  typographv  was  in  the  ([uaiiit  style  and 
type  of  the  dav,  and  the  sheet  the  size  then 
known  as  Crown,  a  trifle  larger  than  foolscaii. 
The   subject   of    Die    opening   editorial   was 

i  "Public  Happiness,"  a  theme  which  has  lost 
none  of  its  interest  in  the  lapse  of  seventy-six 

:  vears,  and  in  which  the  editors  hazard  a  fiat- 
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tering  prediction,  that  if  not  fully  confirmed 
by  time,  is  owing  solely  to  the  political  or 
moral  obliquity  of  public  men  : 

"From  the  beginning  of  time,  [say  tbe  editors] 
there  were  never  so  many  causes  in  operation  to 
didnse  universal  seience,  and  sucli  powerful  and 
multiplied  means  to  enlighten  the  whole  people, 
as  arc  now  seen  iu  this  country.  If  the  design  of 
Providence  can  be  learnt  from  the  long  chain  of 
causes  and  events  which  have  cous])icn!)usly  mark- 
ed the  history  of  this  country,  moral  reasoning 
wDl  coutirm  the  conclusiou  from  nature  and  pre- 
sent facts.  Evej-y  appearance  in  reason  and  nature, 
the  past  and  the  present,  express  in  capitals  the 
glowing  prospects,  and  pre-eminence  of  Columbia. 
Let  the  lioucATiox  ok  the  ciiildukn  forever  be 
considered  and  pursued  as  the  first  concern — by 
legislators,  judges,  clergymen,  and  by  all  men. 
This,  and  this  only,  will  cover  with  perfect  and 
never-fiding  glory  the  empire  of  Freedom." 

In  May,  1795,  the  title  was  changed  to  the 
CaiskiU  Packet  and  Western  Mad;  and 
again  in  Maj',  1800,  to  the  Western  Constel- 
lation, by  Macicat  and  Haeey  Ckoswell  ; 
and  finally,  in  May,  1804,  to  the  C'atskill 
Hecorcler,  by  Mackay  Croswell. 

These  were  the  "advance  sheets"  of  the 
present  liccorder  and  Democrat,  which 
stands  among  the  modern  jom'nals  equal  to 
the  foremost  in  its  ample  pages,  beauty  of 
typography,  and  in  all  the  accessories  of  varied, 
useful  and  pleasant  reading.  Its  broad  sheet 
-  and  animated  contents  may  be  compared  with 
?  its  seven-by-nine  prototype  of  seventy -five 
years  ago  with  a  natural  pride,  that  while  much 
of  the  change  may  be  ascribed  to  time,  and 
the  altered  condition  of  things,  yet  thai  the 
comparison  applied  to  surrounding  journals  of 
its  own  times,  will  shov/  it  imsm-passed  in  the 
art  and  skill  of  maldng  up  a  newspaper,  and 
giving  life  and  spirit  to  journalism. 

The  "&  Co."  of  the  first  C'atskill  Packet 
was  Dr.  Thomas  O'Hara  Croswell,  who,  at 
the  end  of  the  first  or  second  year,  retired 
from  the  concern,  and  devoted  himself  to  his 
drug  store  and  medical  practice.  This  was 
the  foundation  of  a  long  career  of  usefulness 
and  philanthropy,  as  the  beloved  physician 
and  venerated  citizen — whose  kindness  and 
pleasantries,  not  less  than  his  skill,  were  the 
delight  and  life  of  his  patients  ;  who  gave  a 
practice  of  more  than  fifty  years  gratuitously 
to  the  poor ;  who  was  the  first  Postmaster  of 
the  Village,  conmiissioued  by  Washington, 
and  held  the  place,  without  a  thought  of 
change  on  the  part  of  any  inhabitant,  until 
his  deatli,  in  1844.  Of  that  event,  an  unpub- 
lished letter  gives  the  following  account : 
_  "Jan.  20,  1811.— During  the  past  year,  and  nar- 
ticularly  the  previous  week  of  that  acute  illness, 
there  was  even  less  tone  in  his  manner,  and  his 
countenance  had  become  sharp  and  pinched.  But 
after  death,  and  when  laid  in  his  coffin,  it  seemed 
to  expand ;  it  seemed  also  to  be  less  marked  by 
age ;  it  wore  the  benign  and  manly  expression  of 
twenty  years  ago ;  and  it  was  a  great  consolation 


to  his  aged  and  saintly  widow,  that  she  could 
draw  from  its  serene  aspect  the  conclusion  that  he 
was  at  peace.  If  a  delusion,  it  was  grateful  raid 
consolatory ;  but  no  one  could  look  upon  that 
countenance,  with  its  mild  and  happy  exp.ession, 
and  recall  his  noble  and  good  cpialities,  and  not 
teel,  with  her,  some  such  comforting  assurance. 
And  there  v/ere  many  who  came  to  look  upon  it, 
during  the  two  days  the  body  lav  in  the  front 
room.  All  the  day  of  the  funeral"  the  room  was 
thronged  with  the  poor,  and  nearly  the  entire  col- 
ored population  came  in,  stood  round  his  corpse, 
and  shed  tears.  The  whole  town  wore  the  aspect 
of  sorrow  and  mouruintc.  All  the  stores  and  shops 
were  closed  during  the  day ;  and  every  one  seemed 
to  feel  the  loss  of  a  friend  and  benefactor.  Since 
the  existence  of  the  Village,  such  demonstrations 
of  allectiou  and  respect  have  not  been  made.  The 
Church  (whence  the  coffin  was  conveyed,  after 
prayer  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Judd,  at  the  house)  was 
crowded  in  every  part  of  it,  and  after  the  sermon, 
when  the  rector,  (Rev.  JVir.  Phillips)  alluded  to 
the  deceased,  not  only  his  feelings,  but  those  of 
the  assemblage,  were  quite  uncoiitrolable.  The 
procession  to  the  grave,  extending  the  entire 
length  of  the  hill,  and  including  women  and  child- 
ren, was  equally  expressive  of  the  universal 
feeling." 

In  the  Western  Constellation,  Haeey 
Ceoswell  (afterward  Rev.  Dr.  Ceoswell) 
began  a  career  which  culminated  in  establish- 
ing at  Hudson,  a  few  years  subsequently, 
The  Balance,  a  quarto  political  and  miscel- 
laneous publication,  which  acquired  a  wide 
celebrity  for  its  wit  and  talent ;  to  which  was 
added,  for  a  time.  The  Was]^,  a  weekly  8 
auxiliary  of  caustic  satire  and  point.  After  a  ' 
few  years  of  editorial  life  at  Albany,  he  sought 
that  better  life  in  which,  as  a  devoted  servant 
of  his  Savior,  in  upwards  of  forty  years  unin- 
terrupted duty  as  Rector  of  Trinity  Chm-ch, 
New  Haven,  at  the  age  of  eighty  years,  he 
saw  his  labors  greatly  blessed,  and  his  name 
and  praise  in  all  the  churches  in  Connecticut. 

But  there  is  an  episode  in  the  history  of 
Catskill  journalism,  or  semi-journalism,  which 
if  ever  known  to  any  of  the  present  generation, 
has  doubtless  passed  from  their  memories. 
As  early  as  1814,  several  young  persons,  all 
in  their  teens,  whose  pursuits  and  tastes  were 
congenial,  organized  a  club  or  association,  and 
resolved  to  issue  a  weekly  publication.  After 
much  cogitation,  it  was  named  The  Zetetic, 
and  duly  ushered,  in  numbers,  in  pamphlet 
form  of  eight  pages,  18mo.  size,  on  writing 
paper,  and  a  neat  new  minion  type.  It  came 
into  being  with  motto  and  title,  in  handsome 
style.  However  remote  the  imitation  in  other 
respects,  the  thought  was  probably  boiTowcd 
from  Scdmagundi,  the  offspring  of  several 
years  previous,  but  familiar  at  this  time  to  all 
who  relished  good  things  iu  print.  It  reached 
its  sixth  number,  at  which  its  free  but  good 
tempered  strictures  upon  the  habits,  customs 
and  peculiarities  of  the  town,  with  its  sallies 
and  hits,  won  for  it  something  of  the  satire 
it  was  not  sparing  in  applying  to  everything 
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supposed  to  be  an  object  of  criticism,  and  its  [ 
career  came  to  an  end.  A  copy  of  it  is  pro- 
bably not  now  in  existence.  Two  only  of  its 
writers  are  living  at  the  present  day.  Fore- 
most in  the  enterprise  was  Samuel  Geokge 
Ajstdeews,  then  a  clerk  m  the  store  of  Mr. 
E.  T.  Gatloed,  from  whose  fertile  brain  and 
ready  pen  came  its  salutatory  to  the  reader, 
and  generally  the  leading  editorial  of  each, 
number.  jMr.  Asdeews  Avas  a  native  of  Derbj^, 
Conn. ,  whence  his  father  removed  to  Roch- 
ester, N.  Y. ,  where  he  had  an  estate,  and  was 
among  the  early  settlers  of  that  enterprising 
and  rapidly  advancing  city.  Geoege,  as  he 
was  f amiliai'ly  called,  ultimately  followed  the 
family,  and  in  due  time  rose  there  to  high 
respect  and  consideration — as  Mayor  of  the 
City,  Clerk  of  the  County,  Member  of  Assem- 
bly, Postmaster,  and  Representative  in  Con- 
gi-ess.  A  well-knovvm  writer,  who  has  made  a 
valuable  contribution  to  yom-  local  sketches 
Qh\  Thuelow  Weed),  and  whose  pen  lends 
grace  and  interest  to  its  efforts,  at  the  death  of 
ill-.  xi:s^DEEWs,  in  1863,  paid  a  well-merited  tri- 
bute to  his  manly  qualities  of  head  and  heart : 

"Few  natui-es  were  more  genial  than  that  of  Mr. 
Andrews  ;    few  more  uniformly  cheerful,   and 
none  more  perfectly  amiable.    Indeed,   aU  the 
gentler  quaUties  of  manhood  were  most  happily 
blended  in  the  character  of  Mr.  Andrews— not 
»  put  on,  Uke  costly  apparel,  for  gala  uccasions, 
3  but  his  every-day  habit.    Every  body,  therefore, 
^  liked  George  Andrews,  because  he  M^as  attentive, 
obliccino;,  kind  and  generous  to   all.     Though  a 
marked  man,  in  many  respects,  it  was  iu  his  do- 
mestic and  social  relations  that  Mr.  Andrews  was 
most  distinguished  and  most  beloved." 

John  Stocking,  Jr.,  clerk  of  Mr.  Ltjian 
Hall,  another  of  the  contributors,  was  a  native 
of  Oneida  County— migrated  to  the  South, 
and  as  a  merchant  and  citizen  acquired  dis- 
tinction, being  some  years  before  his  death 
Mayor  of  Mobile.  Evitts  Moody,  from  Litch- 
field, Conn.,  and  Gilbeet  Frost  (or  Gil. 
Feost)  were  clerks  in  the  store  of  Mr.  Maek 
Spencee.  Moody  was  the  most  carefully 
di-essed  of  the  squad,  and  was  at  home  in 
matters  of  apparel.  He  died  three  years  later 
(1817)  at  Savannah.  Nathaniel  Britton, 
son  of  Capt.  Wii.  Beittox,  from  Newport, 
R.  L,  engaged  in  sea-going  pursuits,  (as  his 
father  was,)  was  lost  at  sea.  The  only  sur- 
vivor of  this  coterie  of  unfledged  "reformers 
of  the  town"  now  residing  m  Catskill,  is  yom- 
much-respected  fellow-citizen,  Mr.  John  jSI. 
Donnelly,  who  was  a  particular  associate  of 
Mr.  Andrews,  and  active  in  the  field.  _  The 
only  other  smwivor,  there  or  elsewhere,  is  the 
writer  of  this  sketch,  who,  as  the  intimate 
friend  of  Mr.  Andrews,  participated  in  all  the 


progress  of  the  performance,  and  whose  con- 
tributions to  each  number  appeared  as  coming 
from  the  "Knights  of  the  Round  Table." 

The  Zctctic  claimed  for  Catskill  the  pater- 
nity of  a  saying  whicli  has  been  ascribed  to 
another  and  distant  locality.  The  senior  mem- 
ber of  a  respectable  mercantile  firm  in  the 
Village,  reading  the  New  York  paper  one 
morning,  when  the  wars  on  the  Continent 
were  in  vogue,  said  to  his  associate  :  "Bona- 
parte has  taken  umbrage  at  Prussia. "  '  'Con- 
found him!"  exclaimed  his  partner,  "I  wonder 
what  he  will  take  next !" 

Two  prominent  residents  of  Catskill,  during 
much  of  the  War  of  1812,  were  Judge  Moses 
I.  Cantine,  (deservedly  esteemed  as  a  Christian 
gentleman  and  lawyer,  a  State  Senator,  and 
leading  Democrat — then  styled  "Republican") 
and  Thomas  P.  Grosvenor,  a  leading  and 
distinguished  Federalist,  and  Member  of  Con- 
gi-ess.  At  that  period  party  feeling  ran  high, 
and  in  the  course  of  a  political  canvass,  some- 
thing said  or  written  by  Judge  Cantine,  was 
resented  by  ^Mr.  Geosvenor,  and  followed  by 
a  challenge  to  mortal  combat.  Judge  Cantine 
had  the  courage  to  decline  that  mode  of  arbit- 
rement,  and  the  public  judgment  approved  his 
action.  He  evinced  his  patriotism  by  serving 
as  an  officer  on  the  Northern  frontier  at  a 
critical  period  of  the  war.  Mrs.  Cantine  aiul 
l^Ii-s.  jMartin  Van  Bueen  were  daughters  (the 
former  by  adoption)  of  Mrs.  Witbeok,  of 
Kinderhook. 

Mr.  Grosvenor  removed  to  the  South  soon 
after  the  occurrence  above  mentioned  ;  and 
was  complimented  before  his  departure  with 
a  public  banquet,  of  extraordinary'  accompa- 
niments, even  for  those  times.  He  died  at 
the  seat  of  Judge  Hanson,  in  Maryland,  iu 
1817.  The  Catskill  liccordcr,  a  political 
opponent,  said  of  him : 

"He  had  for  some  years  been  a  prominent  mem- 
ber of  the  Opposition  i)aity  in  the  House  of  Kep- 
resentatives  of  the  Uuited'Statcs,  and  was  distin- 
guished by  a  manly  eloquence  and  quick  dlscfrn- 
meut  which  rendered  him  an  able  debater,  and 
formidable  opponent.  His  death  is  a  serious  loss 
to  his  friends  ;  for  he  was  one  of  the  first  amomr 
them.  By  his  personal  friends  he  is  much,  and 
we  beheve  justly,  lamented  on  account  of  his 
private  quahtles." 

Judge  Cantine,  removing  to  Albany,  suc- 
ceeded Judge  BuELL  as  Printer  to  the  Slate, 
and  editor  of  the  Arr/ns,  and  died  in  1S'2:3, 
He  was  the  first  of  the  (nlitorial  trid,  who, 
native  or  resident  of  Catskill,  became  Printers 
to  the  State. 

Very  trulv  vonrs, 

'EDWIN  CROSWELL. 

318  Lexington  Av.,  New  York,  May  1,  IS^ 
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Apkil  20th,  1865. 

Looking  over  tlic  Recorder  of  the  week 
before  last,  I  was  pleased  to  see  an  article  from 
the  pen  of  Thurlow  Weed,  and  I  confess  to 
have  been  considerably  ilattered  to  know  that 
my  imperfect  sketches  had  been  the  means  of 
"turning  his  thoughts  back  to  the  Catskill  that 
lie  remembered  during  the  first  seven  years  of 
the  present  centmy."  I  may  Avell,  now,  giv^e 
over  my  task,  since  I  have  attained  the  object 
for  which  I  have  labored,  (and  which  you  are 
aware  I  have  often  avowed  to  be,)  the  enlist- 
ment of  the  feelings  and  the  pen  of  some  one 
whose  recollections  are  clearer  than  mine,  and 
Avho  can,  in  more  fitting  terms  than  myself, 
recall  the  "olden  times''  of  Catskill,  and  do 
justice  to  the  memories  of  the  early  settlers. 
I  shall  not,  therefore,  in  this  paper,  attempt 
to  sketch  from  any  new  subjects,  but  will 
confine  myself  to  elucidating  some  of  the 
characters  and  incidents  refen-ed  to  by  Mr. 
Weed,  and  which  may  not  be  quite  clear  to 
some  of  yom'  present  readers. 

The  "Chandlee's"  alluded  to  was  a  tavern 
on  the  corner  of  Main  and  Bridge  streets, 
)  ^vhere  the  Catskill  House  now  stands,  and  a 
part  of  which  it  is.  It  was  kept  by  Solomon 
Chandlee,  an  elderly  man,  (old,  even  in  my 
boj'hood,)  with  a  clump  foot,  a  hickory  cane, 
and  a  voice  like  a  Numidian  lion,  which  last 
he  was  fond  of  exercising  in  groaning  out 
sacred  music.  The  house  was  afterwards 
taken  by  Mackay  Ceoswell,  and  was  called 
the  "Village  Tavern"  for  some  years,  and 
until  it  took  the  name  by  which  it  is  now 
known. 

Mr.  Chandlee  was  popular  as  a  publican, 
and  was  a  peaceable,  quiet  man,  except  when 
some  of  his  customers  ventured  to  punch  his 
fire,  or  when   Jack  Ceoswell  (v/ho,  in  his 

wrath,  he  used  to  anathematize  as  "a  d 

sugar  nigger, ")  mimicked  the  guttural  tones 
of  his  original  psalmody.  He  was  the  father- 
in-law  of  the  late  respected  Samuel  A.  Bakeb, 
and  grand -father  to  Epheaim  and  Heney 
Bakee,  of  yom-  Village. 

The  '  'Stone  Jug"  mentioned  by  Mr.  Weed, 
was  near  the  bank  of  the  Creek  at  the  foot  of 
Greene  street.  It  was  a  substantial  stone 
building,  and  was  built,  probably,  as  early  as 
the  Revolution,  by  a  Madame  Dice,  who  was, 
in  some  way,  related  to  the  Dtrnois  or  Van 
Loan  families,  or  both.  After  the  death  of 
the  raadamc  the  house  was  neglected,  and, 
becoming  dilapidated,  was  occupied  as  a  ten- 
ement house  by — I  dare  not  say  how  many — 


families  at  a  time.  This  was  the  period  re- 
ferred to  by  Mr.  Weed.  Afterwards  it  was 
repaired  without  and  renovated  within  by 
Isaac  Dcbois,  and  occupied  by  him  as  a  family 
mansion.  [One  among  the  first  evening  par- 
ties which  I  ever  attended  was  in  this  house, 
and  was  given  by  one  of  my  schoolmates,  who 
is  still  living — the  wife  of  Samuel  Bogaedus.] 
After  some  years'  occupation  by  Isaac  Dubois, 
and,  subsequently,  by  his  brother  Iea,  the 
house  was  leased  by  a  Miss  Palmee,  who  es- 
tablished a  female  school,  to  which  she  gave 
the  imposing  appellation  of  "Castle  Hall 
Seminaiy."  Since  then  it  has  been  success- 
ively occupied  by  Judge  Cooke,  Maj.  Beach, 
and  perhaps  others,  and  is,  at  this  day,  one 
of  the  finest  mansions  in  the  Village.  But, 
'  'among  all  the  changes  and  chances  of  tliis 
mortal  life"  it  has  retained  its  name  of  "the 
OldStoue  Jug." 

"Number  Eight"  (so  called  because  it  con- 
tained eight  rooms)  stood  on  the  East  side  of 
Main  street,  nearly  opposite  "the  Beonson 
House,"  and  usually  had  as  many  tenants  as 
a  bee-hive.  The  frame  was,  many  years  ago, 
removed  to  the  foot  of  Broad  street,  by  Petee 
Shaueman,  and  converted  into  a  comfortable  < 
and  commodious  dwelling. 

Of  "Gullen's  Barber  Shop"  I  know  noth- 
ing, although  I  have  some  recollection  of  a 
Jim  or  Joe  Gullen  who,  with  his  crony  'Zeke 
Wilkes,  was  famous  for  stealing  and  sucking 
goose  eggs. 

Of  the  two  brothers  of  Mr.  Weed  (Oeein 
and  Oseoen)  I  have  no  recollection,  but  I  can- 
not help  thinking  that  they  must  have  been 
named  after  a  Mr.  Osboen  who  died  many 
years  ago,  and  who  was  the  father  of  the 
well  known  Oeein  E.  Osboen  of  Athens,  the 
original  proprietor  of  the  Osborn  House.  I 
remember  this  Oeein  E.  as  the  ward  of 
Michael  Casey,  who  resided  at  the  head  of 
Main  street,  in  Catskill.  If  I  am  not  mis- 
taken, the  widow  of  David  Ely  was  a  daugh- 
ter of  the  elder  Osboen. 

Geoege  L.  Weed,  the  cousin  of  Thuelow, 
I  remember  well  as  a  most  exemplary  young 
man,  universally  beloved.  He  was,  at  one 
time,  I  believe,  a  clerk  or  book-keeper  for 
Sayee  &  Beeasted. 

Mr.  Weed  refers  to  the  present  apparent 
difference  in  "the  distance  from  Donnelly's 
to  the  Court  House, "  as  contrasted  with  his 
early  remembrance.  Such  a  differor.ce  is  not 
altogether  fanciful,  as  the  Court  House,  in 
the  days  of  his  boyhood,  occupied  a  different 
site  than  its  present  one.     It  then  stood  on 
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the  hill,  adjacent  to  the  Jail,  and  the  street  I  I  meant  to  have  touched  upon  many  subjects 
leading  to  it  was,  emphatically,  "a  hard  road  embraced  in  Mr.  Weed's  letter:  of  ''ihc 
to  travel."  1  have  never  climbed  it  without  Limits"  and  their  boundaries  (of  which  I  could 
bemg  remmded  of  the  HiU  of  Difliculty  de-    speak  feeUngly,  having  myself  perambulated 

scrib.^d  by  the  pious  Bunyax,  and,  by  an  easy   for  ten  weeks  that  circumscribed  area) of  the 

association  of  ideas,  the  Jail  became,  to  my  i  duel,  "alitor  love,"  and  the  san-niincous  con 


youthful  imagination,    the  Castle  of  Giant 
Despak 


tents  of  the  pistols  of  the  combatants — of  the 
seai-ches  after  Kino's  treasures,  which  have 


The  "Doxxellt's"  refeiTed  to  was  one  of  ^°^^  prosecuted  long  since  Mr.  Weed's  time, 
the  oldest  pubhc  houses  in  Catskill,  and  was  ^  ^^  ^  S^'^^i  many  credulous  indi\-iduab,  among 
kept  by  Terence  Donnelly,  the  father  of  ^'^^ora  were  Old  Koon,  and  Nathan  Fueak 
Idr.  JoiiN  M.  Donnelly,  a  resident  of  yom-  "^^'^^  held  implicit  belief  in  fupernatural  ai>- 
Yillage.  The  house  was  aftenvards  called  :  pearances,  and  who  defended  his  faith  in 
the  Greene  Coimty  Hotel,  was  kept  a  long  j  t^emonology  by  Bible  authorities,  and  clinched 
time  by 'Helmus  Van  Beegen,  and  was  burned  1^1^  arguments  by  a  triumphant  reference  to 
in  the  "big  fii-e"  some  fifteen  years  ago.  i  ^^«  raismg  of  the  prophet  Samuel  by  "de 

:Mr.  Weed  makes  honorable  mention  of  "the  '  ^"'^^  ^i  Andover.'" 
Haights,  the  Ceoswells,  the  Days,  the  I  meant  to  have  written  of  Jack  and  Bill 
CooKES,  the  Hills,  »tc."  lu  the  first  sketch  Gkaiiam  (one  of  whom  was  killed  in  a  duel 
i  which  I  furnished  to  the  Recorder  (some  by  one Baeton,  at  Hoboken,  some  years  ago) — 
eight  or  ten  years  since)  I  wrote  at  some  length  of  Jack  Haigiit,  Gil.  Fkost  (my  cousin), 
of  the  Days  and  the  Ceoswells;  in  the  who  was  sumamed  "the  dancer,"  and  other 
"Harmony  Lodge  Papers"  I  have  spoken  of  '  dashing  bucks  of  the  town,  most  of  whom 
the  Haights,  and  I  propose,  hereafter,  health  |  possessed  abilities  of  a  high  order,  ami  who 
and  leism-e  permitting,  to  gather  up  and  put !  uiight  have  made  their  mark  in  life,  but  all 
into  some  sort  of  shape  my  recollections  of  of  whom  perverted  their  talents  to — their  own 
the  CooKEs,  the  Hills,  the  Hales,  and  other   utter  iiiin. 

notables  of  Catskill  The  aUusion  to  the    "Fishing  gromid"  to 

Speaking  of  hotels,  :\Ir  Weed  names  Don-  ;  ^^^^^  Thurlow  and  his  father  used  t. . 

NELLY'S,  Chandler^s  and  Botsfoeds  as  the  ^^^,^j^  ^^^  ,^=^  Sundays,  calls  to  mind  Old 
^only  thi-ee  m  the  \  mage.  He  smx4y  must  Egbeet  Sohoonmaker  Gakry  Persk,  Jacob 
P  remember  Streets  tavern  and  Mr.  Ogdens,  G^ETcmrs,  and  the  exceUent  and  amiable 
neai-  the  foot  of  Mam  street,  and  Brosnaham  s  j^^^^  Pe>,pield  ;  while  the  mention  of  Jeffer- 
is  certainly  as  ancient  as  the  town  itseli. — 
There  was  also  a  tavern  in  the  house  now 
occupied  by  Mr.  Heney  Ashley,  aud  it  was 
kept,  as  long  ago  as  I  can  remember,  bj^ 
Samuel  Magee.  In  the  bam  attached  to  the 
house,  a  man  named  Highdeckee  hung  him- 
self ;  and  I  remember  that  the  landlord  was 
somehow  censured  at  the  time,  and  became 
quite  unpopulai'  in  consequence.  ^„„„,,^ 

I  must  have  been  cjuite  young  when  the  \  ^^xSm?>. 
murder  alluded  to  by  Mr.  Weed  was  perpe-  ! 

ti-ated  at  Nancy  McFall's.  I  remember,  I  In  conclusion,  3Ir.  Weed  speaks  of  Catskill 
however,  that  the  victim's  name  was  ScoTT,  as  "a  charmed  locality."  It  is  truly  so.  There 
and  that  the  assassin  was  named  Williams  ;  is  probably  no  place  on  the  continent  from 
and  that  the  rage  of  the  populace  Avheu  Wil-  which  there  is  so  little  emigration  of  the  de- 
LiAMS  was  reprieved  was  more  violent,  if  pos-  scendants  of  the  early  settlers,  and  it  is  jiro- 
sible,  than  it'was  when  the  crime  was  com- '  veriiial  that  few  leave  it  who  do  not  sooner  or 
mitted.  The  house  of  Nance  was  on  the  later  return.  For  myself,  I  have  been  a  wan- 
lower  road  to  the  Point,  near  the  shore  of  the  i  derer  for  twenty  years  from  ray  native  VU- 
Creek,  and  it  is  not  manv  years  since  that !  lage,  and  yet  absence  has  but  gtrcnglhcnc*! 
vesti<^es  of  the  foundation  remained.  Poor  my  attachment  to  my  birth  place.  In  the 
old  Nancy  '  The  last  time  I  saw  her  she  was  crowded  cities  where  I  have,  whilome,  dwelt— 
passmo"  the  corner  of  Mam  aud  Thompson  ;  amid  the  festive  scenes  of  a  fashionable  water- 
streets?  when  a  team,  driven  furiously  down  ing  place,  where  I  have  lived  for  some  years— 
the  hill  cauo-ht  the  "old  gal"  and  dragged  her  \  aud  dming  a  somewhat  lengthened  resi.lenco 
some  distance,  breaking  her  thighs  and  inflict- ,  in  the  chilly  regions  of  Northern  New  ^ork 
ing  other  injmies,  fi-om  which  I  think  she  ,  and  Canada,  I  have  never  lorgollen  «"y  fim 
nevT   rec     -  '''  """  '■"*^"    ^  "^-.rov  oaw    hnnip.  nor  ceased  to  loni  for  a  siirht.  of  the 

her  again. 


son  reminds  me  of  Pinkster  holidays  and 
horse  races  at  Mereifiei.d's  tavern,  when  I 
was  a  boy  and  enjoyed  such  sports.  I  can- 
not, this  evening,  spare  time  to  tell  of  the 
many  interesting  incidents  of  which  I  have 
been  a  witness,  and  sometimes  an  actor  in,  at 
these  places  ;  but  if  I  shall  think  it  worth 
while  to  continue  this  series  of  papers,  I  shall 
contrive  to  weave  those  incidents  into  future 


le  distance,  breaking  her  thi-hs  and  inflict-,  mine  cmiiy  regions  k.v  i^o., „.-...  .>^»   An- 
other injmies,  fi-om  which  I  think  she  ,  and  Canada,  I  have  never  lorgollen  my  fin 
er  recovered-at  any  rate,  I  never  saw  i  home,  nor  ce^v^ed  to  long  for  a  sight,  of  th 
"-      .  ''  blue  mountains  which  shadow  it  at  evening. 
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TcnstAT  Night,  Apbil25,  1865. 
"While  I  write,  the  remains  of  the  dead  Pre- 
sident are  being  conveyed,  with  all  "the 
pomp  and  cirenmstauce"  of  ostentatious  sor- 
row, toward  his  final  resting-place  in  a  distant 
State.  As  I  listen  to  the  hollow  booming  of 
the  minute  gun,  and  the  sad  notes  of  the 
funeral  march,  I  cannot  but  contrast  this  last 
journey  with  that  which  he  pursued  but  fom- 
brief  years  ago.  Then,  amid  acclamations 
and  rejoicings,  and  canying  with  him  the 
mingled  hopes,  and  doubts,  and  fears  of  a 
Avholc  count  IT,  he  went  proutUy  on  his  way 
to  the  National  Capital,  to  assume  the  position 
to  which  he  had  been  Constitutionally  elected, 
and  to  grasp  the  reins  by  Avhich  the  Govern- 
ment was  to  be  guided  through  the  fearful 
issues  of  a  war,  the  dark  clouds  of  which 
were,  even  then,  visible  in  the  Southern  hori- 
zon. 'To-night,  he  is  retracing  the  path  of 
his  former  triumphs  towards  a  grave  in  the 
Western  praiiies. 

Of  the  events  of  the  four  j-ears  of  War  and 
Desolation  which  have  intei-vened,  this  is  not 
the  time,  nor  is  such  a  paper  as  this  tlie  proper 
medium,  for  discussion.  Histoiy^,  divested  of 
rj  political  bias,  and  uninfluenced  by  considera- 
r  tions  of  party  pride,  or  private  giief,  will  do 
his  m  emory  j  ustice.  To  that  impartial  liistory 
I  willingly  leave  tlie  task  of  inditing  his  me- 
morial, while  I  turn  to  the  dead  who  have 
been  deposited  in  "Our  Cemetery,"  with  a 
grief  as  bitter,  and  a  son'ov>'  as  unfeigned  as 
that  which  is  manifested  by  those  who  bow 
before  the  bier  of  him  who  is  now,  alas !  but 
another  exemplification  of  the  truism  that 
"the  path  of  gloiy  leads  but  to  the  grave." 

Among  all  those  who  lie  in  our  burial  place, 
there  are  none  whose  memories  are  more 
pleasant  than  that  of  Hiland  Hill.  As  far 
back  as  my  recollection  extends,  I  remember 
him  as  an  industrious  and  cheerful  man,  whose 
integrity  was  never  questioned,  and  whose 
humble  piety  was  beyond  reproach  or  doubt. 
He  was  u  ship -builder  by  trade,  and  most  of 
the  sloops  employed  in  the  carrying  trade  be- 
tween Catskill  and  New  York  were  of  his 
hantliwork.  After  the  application  of  steam 
to  navigation,  the  demand  for  saU  vessels  was 
materially  lessened,  and  in  process  of  time  tlie 
extensive  ship  yards  of  Mr.  Hill  gradually 
became  contracted  to  the  limited  dimensions 
of  a  shed,  between  his  garden  and  the  Creels;, 
where,  almost  to  the  day  of  his  death,  he  con- 
tinued to  labor  in  the  conslrucliou  of  small 
craft,  consisting  inincipally  of  sailing  and 
rowing  boats. 


I  think  that  the  ship  building  fimi,  (and  I 
am  not  sure  but  there  was  a  mercantile  estab- 
lishment connected  with  it)  was  styled  Hill, 
Hale  &  Hill,  and  was  composed  of  Hiland 
and   Riciiakd   Hill,  and  either  Geouge  or 
Thomas  Hale,  or  perhaps  both.     I  have  no 
distinct  remembrance  of  Richaud  Hill,  and 
he  must  have  died  when  I  was  quite  young. 
I  remember,  however,  another  of  the  famil}> 
Mr.    Hexhy  Hill,    Avho  is,    I  believe,  still 
living  at  Boston,  well  Ivnown  as  a  successful 
merchant  and  an  ardent  philanthropist,  con- 
stant in  good  Avorks.     IMy  impre&sion  is  that 
he  is  the  son  of  Richard  Hill,  but  I  am  not 
confident.     More  than  forty  years  ago  he  was 
a  resident  of  South  America,  (I  think  as  U.  S. 
Consul  at  Valparaiso)  and  some  of  your  read- 
ers will,  doubtless,  remember  two  lads  who 
were  sent  by  him  from  tliat  country,  to  be 
educated  by  the  Rev.  Dr.  Porter,  at  Catskill. 
Their  names  were  Edward  and  Blaxco,  and 
with  the  former,  Avho  was  commonly  called 
"the  little  Spaniard,"   I  was  veiy  intimate 
when  a  boy.     He  was  a  shght  made  youngster, 
easily  irritated,  and  I  remember  more  than 
one  blackened  eye  that  I  have  received  as  his 
champion.     [Strangely  enough,  I  met,  within 
the   last  year,  at  my  office,  a  Chilian  named  I 
Naranjo,  who  knew  Edward  well,  and  who 
informed  me  that  he  was  still  living,  a  wealthy 
and  respected  merchant.  ]     Henry  Hill  mar- 
ried Laura,  the  daughter  of  Dr.  Porter,  and 
I  do  not  remember  to  have  seen  him  since 
about  that  time. 

The  childi-en  of  Hiland  Hill  were  Hiland 
Junior,  Charles  and  John.  There  were,  also, 
two  or  more  daughters.  Hiland  Hill  Jr. 
was  so  well  known,  as  the  Cashier  of  the 
Catskill  Bank  from  the  foundation  of  that 
institution  to  the  time  of  his  sudden  death  ; 
was  so  universally  beloved,  and  has  left  us  so 
recently,  that  it  is  unnecessaiy  for  me  to  sketch 
his  histoiy,  or  to  extol  his  virtues.  He  mar- 
ried a  daughter  of  Comfort  Butler,  whose 
brown  tomb-stone,  transferred,  with  his  re- 
mains, from  the  old  bmying  ground  at  the 
junction  of  Livingston  and  Broad  streets,  now 
marlis  his  grave  in  '  'Our  Cemetery. "  Charles 
Hill  died  recently  in  Brooklyn.  The  eldest 
daughter  of  Hiland  Hill  Sen.  married  Caleb 
Hoi'KiNs,  a  merchant  of  New  Yoi'k,  (and  one 
of  the  celebrated  lirni  of  PiEitsoN  it  Co.)  who, 
retiring  from  business,  purchased  tlie  residence 
of  Doctor  Benton,  on  the  West  bank  of  the 
CatflkiU  Creek,  where  he  lived  and  died,  and 
where  his  family  still  reside.  Mary,  the 
younger  daughter,  married  Francis  I.  ]\L\rvin, 
also  a  New  York  merchant,  who  afterwards 
removed  to  Catskill,  and  who  died  not  long 
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since.     The  widow  of  Hiland  Hill  Jr.,  and 

at  least  two  of  tlie  sons,  (Frederick,  Cashier 
of  the  Tanners'  Bank,  and  Henry  B.,  Teller 
of  the  Catskill  Bank)  still  remain  in  Catskill, 
and  are  (as  their  progenitors  were)  among  the 
most  estimable  citizens  of  the  Village.  But  I 
find  I  am  running  down  the  genealogical  line 
of  this  family  to  a  period  too  modem  to 
deeply  interest  those  lovers  of  antiquity  for 
whose  amusement,  if  not  instruction,  these 
hasty  and  imperfect  sketches  are  more  espe- 
ciaUy  written. 

Col.  George  Hale  died  before  my  time, 
although  I  remember  to  have  heard  him  spoken 
of,  in  my  early  youth,  as  one  then  recently 
deceased.  He  is  the  person  ref  eiTcd  to  in  Mr. 
Weed's  very  interesting  letter,  as  having  been 
buried  with  military  honors,  early  in  the  pres- 
ent centmy. 


Captain  Thomas  Hale  I  knew  well,  and  he 
came  nearer  to  my  ideas  of  one  of  the  Pm-itans 
who  immigrated  in  the  Mayflower,  than  any 
one  I  ever  saw.     He  was  a  man  of  unbending 
integrity,   indomitable  will,  and  strict  con- 
formity to  Christian  faith  and  observances, 
even  to  the  closing  of  his  store  at  sunset  on 
Saturdays,    and   the   commencement  of  the 
family  washing  on  Sunday  nights.     He  had 
been,  at  one  period  of  his  life,  of  that  class 
3  '  'who  go  down  to  the  sea  in  ships,  and  occupy 
'  their  business  in  great  waters,"   and  I  can 
easily  imagine  that  he  had  a  well  disciplined 
crew,  and  that  there  was  little  need  of  a  chro- 
nometer on  board  his  ship,  to  mark  the  horn- 
for  piping  to  duty,  or  grog,  or  hammock-— 
indeed,  so  regular  and  so  punctual  were  his 
habits  that  the  matrons  of  the  Village  timed 
their  domestic   aiTangemeuts  by  his  move- 
ments, and  when  it  was  first  proposed  to  erect 
a  town-clock  in  CatskiU,  it  was  thought  by 
many  to  be  quite  unnecessary  so  long  as  Capt. 
Hale  was  livmg.     After  the  closing  up  of 
the  firm  of  Hill,  Hale  &  Hill,  the  Captam 
transacted  a  mixed  mercantile  business,  m  the 
basement  of  his  dwelling-house  on  the  corner 
'    of  Main  and  William  streets,  dealing  in  such 
articles  as  in  those  days  made  up  the  assort- 
ment of  a  country  store— such  as  West  India 
goods  (meaning  rum  and  molasses  principally), 
farm  produce,  dry  goods,  groceries,  wooden 
'     ware,    mouse-traps,   grind-stones,    "tea,  tar, 
tumeric,   tmpcntine  and  tin."      He  always 
kept  good  articles,  gave  honest  weight  and 
'    measure,  and  made  correct  change,  and  yet, 
I  know  not  why,  his  store  never  seemed  to  be 
over-stocked  with  customers,  while  less  scru- 
pulous dealers  drove  a  thriving  business.     1 
have,  sometimes,  thought  that  there  was  a 
deal  of  truth  in  the  poet's  assertion  that 

"To  some,  the  pleasure  is  as  sweet 
Of  being  cheated  as  to  cheat." 


Captain  Hale  was  a  quiet,  peaceable  man, 
with  a  voice  as  soft  as  a  woman's,  l)ut  when 
aroused  he  was  a  veiy  Sampson.  I  rememlier 
one  Winter  day,  when  old  Arch.  Tnoi'.i'  was 
pretty  drunk  and  profanely  abusive,  Ihat  the 
Captain  remonstrated  with  him  until  his  pa- 
tience became  exhausted,  when  he  seized  him 
by  the  collar  of  his  coat  and  that  part  of  liis 
trowsers  which  he  usually  sat  down  upon,  and 
tossed  him  over  the  lower  half  of  a  double 
door,  and  over  a  sleigh  load  of  oats  standing 
on  the  side-walk,  quite  into  the  middle  of  the 
street.  Arch,  was  partially  S(jbered  by  his 
sudden  transit,  and  so  thonjuglily  frightened 
that,  as  he  staggered  off,  he  only  dared  to 
venture  the  remark,  in  a  subdued  tone,  that 

the  Captain  was  "the st  strongest  old 

divil  in  town." 

Related,    somehow,   to  Captain   Hale,  by 
marriage,  was  Deacon  Natiiax  Elliot.     He, 
too,  was  a  Puritan,  after  the  straitest  sect. — 
He  kept  a  book  store,  and  his  wife  a  millinery 
shop,  at  the  upper  end  of  what  is  now  called 
"the  Central  Block,"  though  it  is  now  junt 
about  forty  years  since  the  building  whieh  he 
then   occupied   was  burned.     To   his  book- 
store was  attached  a  bindery,  and  at  one  time 
i  he  established  a  newspaper  called  T/ir  Amer- 
ican Eagle,  a  high-toned  Federal  sheet,  in- 
tended to  rival  \]xii  Br  conic  r  ;  but  the  enter- 
prise proving  unprofitaV)le,  "the  l)ird  of  Jove" 
very  soon  went   to   roost.     Mr.  Elliot  was 
doubtless  a  veiy  excellent,  though  not  a  popu- 
lar person ;  the  strictness  of  his   habits  and 
the  austerity  of  his  manners  being  uusuited 
to  a  commimity  such  as  Catskill  possessed  at 
that  time.     He  had  the  reputation  of  being 
very  penurious,  though  I  have  never  heard  of 
any  act  of  his  which  desen-ed  a  harsher  appel- 
lation than  that  of   prudert  parsimony.     He 
had  a  wild  set  of  apprentices,  (among  whom 
was  Gil.  Frost,)  and  they  used  loaniKiy  him 
excessively  by  stealing  and  drinking  his  <  ur- 
rant  wine,  and  other  tncks  incompatlliU-  wi!h 
the  customs  and  usages  to  whieh  the  Deacon 
had  been  bred  in  Old  Connecticut ;  and  it  is 
no  wonder  that  when  he  locked  up  his  ci-llar, 
and  sometimes  flouiished  the  rod,  that  they 
stigmatized  him  as  hard,  and  mean  and  miseriy. 
He  died  quite  suddenly,  leaving  two  sons, 
James  G.  and  Nathax  G.     Tlie  lirst  named 
was,  I  believe,  educated  for  one  of  the  pn)- 
fcssions,   though  I  do  not  remember  thai  he 
studied  either^law,  physic  or  Divinity.     He 
was  for  some  time  engaged  in  mercantile  bu- 
siness with  Keuhen  Adams,  and  afterwards 
went  to   New  York,  where  he  died  a  few 
yeai's  since. 

Nathan  G.  Elliot  was  my  school  mate  at 
Catskill,  and  also  at  tlie  Greenville  Academy 
in  1823-4,  and  was  one  of  my  most  intimate 
friends.     About  1«31  he  purchased  the  Cals- 
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kill  Becorder  office,  ft-om  Charles  Faxon, 
and  soon  after  that  I  became  temporarily  as- 
sociated -with  him  in  the  editorial  ileimrtment 
of  tliat  paper.  I  have  known  but  few  persons 
in  my  life-time  wlio  possessed  a  happier  dis- 
position, or  who  carried,  under  a  somewhat 
rough  exterior,  a  heart  more  full  of  generous 
impulses  and  warm  affections.  Knowing 
nothing  of  the  art  of  printing,  it  is  not  strange 
that  he  was  unsuccessful  in  the  newspaper 
business  ;  and  lie  soon  abandoned  it  and  went 
to  iUabama.  There  he  engaged  in  various 
pursuits,  and  at  last,  loading  a  vessel  with 
lumber,  &c.,  he  started  on  a  voyage  to  New 
Orleans  or  Galveston,  fi-om  which  he  never 
returned.  His  vessel  was  lost  in  "the  Gulf," 
and  I  have  heard  that  his  last  act  (in  keeping 
with  his  whole  life)  was  to  lash  to  the  rigging 
a  boy,  who  was  the  only  survivor  of  the 
wreck.     A  tomb-stone,  inscribed  to  his  mem- 


017,  stands  over  an  empty  grave  in  "Our 
Cemetery,"  and  as  I  have  looked  on  the  ten- 
antless  tomb,  I  have  thought  that  his  was  a 
fitting  burial,  and  that  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  was 
a  sepulchre  none  too  wide  or  deep  to  cover 
his  capacious  heart. 

But  I  have  wandered  away  from  my  first 
subject.  I  meant  to  have  written  of  the  ex- 
tensive establishment  of  the  Hills,  and  to 
have  called  up  the  memories  of  many  who 
there  found  employinent  and  support.  I 
meant  to  have  told  of  'Lishe  Hammond  ;  of 
Old  Sam  Hull,  and  his  boys,  Ira,  George, 
Mark  and  Tirrell  ;  of  Noah  Reeves  ;  of 
old  Mr.  Stewart  and  his  sons  Sam,  Andy  and 
Adam,  and  others  associated  in  my  mind  with 
the  old  ship-yard,  but  lack  of  leisure  and 
limited  space  forbid,  and  they  must  "bide 
their  time." 
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Wbbnisdat,  Mat  17, 1865. 

As  I  write  the  above  date,  I  am  reminded 
>  that  another  birth-day  has  arrived — another 
stage  of  the  journey  of  life  has  been  accom- 
plished. Though  many  who  entered  on  the 
path  before  me  ai-e  still  plodding  on  in  advance, 
3'et  there  are  more,  many  more,  who,  starting 
with  me,  have  lain  down,  weary,  by  the  way- 
side. With  my  few  surviving  contemporary 
companions,  as  with  myself,  the  summit  of 
the  road  has  been  passed,  and  we  are  now 
almost  imperceptibly,  but  with  accelerated 
speed,  hastening  down  the  declivity.  A  few 
more  bu1h-days — perhaps  no  more — and  our 
pilgi'image  will  be  ended,  and  we  lie,  unre- 
membered,  with  the  dead  of  "Our  Cemetery. " 

Recalling  to  memoiy  the  names  of  the  early 
settlers  of  Catskill,  I  find  that  the  subjects  of 
most  of  ray  hasty  sketches,  (not  only  of  the 
cuiTent  scries,  but  also  of  the  "Harmony  Lodge 
Papers")  have  been  natives  of  Connecticut. 
Indeed,  the  early  Dutch  settlers  had  scarcely 
got  wami  in  their  cosy  nests  on  the  KaatskOl 
and  Kauterskill,  and  at  Kiskatom,  and  Kaats- 
bau,  aud  the  Bockover,  and  the  Groedt  Em- 
bought,  before  they  were  disturbed  by  the 
influx  of  Eastern  immigration.  Though,  after 
a  time,  they  settled  down  into  a  sort  of  har- 
mony, produced  by  a  certain  identity  of  pe- 
cuniaiy  interests,  yet  perfect  cordiality  was 
never  fully  established  between  the  first  gen- 
eration of  the  Dutchmen,  and  those  whom 
they  looked  upon  as  "Yankee  interlopers." 


In  fact,  when  I  was  a  boy  the  low  dutch  was 
the  prevalent  language  in  the  town,  and  the 
merchants  were  obliged  to  employ  inteii^reters,  i 
or  have  their  own  jaws  broken  to  the  Catskill 
vernacular  ;  the  old  settlers  utterly  refusing  to 
substitute  molasses  for  stroep^  pork  for spacA-, 
handkerchief  for  nuesdock,  jack-knife  for 
sluet-mas,  or  shin-bone  for  shaiiJclebeen ; 
and  it  was  fortunate  for  the  Connecticut  men 
that  they  brought  ivives  with  them,  as  they 
would  have  found  it  extremely  difficult  to 
supply  themselves  with  such  commodities  in 
or  about  Catskill.  Many  of  your  readers  will 
probably  remember  an  anecdote  in  illustration 
of  this  aversion  to  miscegeny  on  the  pait  of 
the  Dutch :  A  down-Easter  had  been  enamored 
of  a  damsel  (or  perhaps  of  her  father's  fami) 
in  or  near  Kauterskill,  and  applied  for  the 
old  gentleman's  consent  to  the  union,  which 
was  decidedly  refused.  A  Catskill  merchant 
was  enlisted  in  the  suitor's  favor,  who  endeav- 
ored to  shake  the  "cruel  parient's"  detemiina- 
tion,  representing  the  young  man  as  veiy 
smart,  very  learned,  and  a  Poet,  withal.  "He 
a  boet !"  said  the  old  man,  "wh}^,  I  can  make 
better  boetry  as  him,  any  day,"  and  he  forth- 
with produced  the  following  specimen  of  the 
"divine  affiatus"  : 

"Tutch  and  Yankee  mixed  togedder. 
Always  make  a  tarn  bodder.'*^ 

Truth  compels  me  to  relate,  however,  that  the 
^'bodderation"  ensued;  the  Yankee  making 
interest  with  the  "goode  vrow,"  and,  in  this 
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case,  as  in  a  thousand  otliers,  "the  gray  mare 
proved  the  better  horse." 

The  Van  Ordexs,  the  Van  Vechtens,  the 
Van  Loans,  the  Van  Goedens,  the  Van  Gel 


Hatter  by  ti'ade,  and  at  one  time  employed 
many  workmen,  of  whom  I  only  now  recol- 
lect Lucirs  Cooke  and  Petee  Bogabdus,  and 
y  ^^  ojvy^.^o,  .^^  ,  ^.  ^^j..^^^,^;  .^^  ,  ^,  vv,^^  I  they  were  two  chai-acters  not  likely  to  be  for- 
DEES,  audtheVANHoESENS,theOvEEBAGHS,the  gotten  in  Catskill  lor  many  a  day.  His  shop 
Hallenbecks,  the  Bogaedcses,  the  Goetch-  !  and  warehouse  stood  upon  the  site  of,  and  was 
lUSES,  the  Wtnkoops,  the  ScnrNEMANs,  the  I  the  same  building  which  has  since  been  known 
Feelighs,  the  TEUMPBorES,  and  the  Schmidts ;  |  as  "Old  Gkimes's"  and  the  "Egxoe  House." 
and  many  others  of  Netherland  origin,  are  I  shall  never  forget  the  huge  sign  which  cov- 
numerously  represented  at  this  day,  by  their  j  ered  almost  the  whole  width  of  this  building, 
descendants,  in  the  population  of  Catskill,  and  I  representing,  on  one  side,  a  tall  Indian  with  a 
I  hope  to  be  able,  some  time,  to  pay  fitting  !  fist  fuU  of  fox-skins,  and  on  the  other  an 
tribute  to  the  memories  of  the  good  old  low  1  enormous  chapeau-bras,  inside  of  which  the 
dutch  burghers.  In  the  present  paper  I  only  aforesaid  Indian  might  easily  have  hidden 
propose  to  speak  of  one  or  two  more  of  the  j  himself  and  his  peltiy.  [By  the  by,  huge 
early  settlers  from  "the  land  of  steady  habits. "  j  signs  were  fashionable  in  Catskill  about  these 
Among  these  was  Wilkes  Hyde.  Of  him  1  days  ;  the  elder  Joun  Asbley  ha«.l  one  bigger 
there  is  little  to  be  said,  except  that  he  endured  \  than  his  bake-shop,  on  which  were  pictured 
the  reputation  (whether  deservedly  or  not  I  |  sunchy  loaves  of  bread,  barrels  of  crackers, 
cannot  vouch  from  personal  knowledge)  of  I  and  inscribed  with  the  benevolent  and  patri- 
being  the  most  penurious  and  miserly  inhabi-  \  otic  sentiment,  "[May  our  Country  never  want 
tant°of  the  town.     He  was  held  responsible  \  for  Bread,"  while  Mackay  Ceosweix's  book 


for  all  the  clipped  or  bored  com  in  circulation, 
and  he  was  supposed  to  be  the  person  of 
whom  it  was  origincdly  said  that 

"He  was  so  mean,  he'd  skin  a  flint 
It' he  could  see  a  sixpence  int." 


store  and  printing  office  was  almost  entirely 
concealed  by  an  immense  sign-board,  on  which 
was  painted  a  Ramage  Press  and  the  follow- 
ing inscription,  in  capital  letters:  "Call  and 
pay  me  what  thou  owest  me  ;  if  thou  owest 
me  nothing,  call  and  buy  something."] 
Mr.  Rodgees,  as  I  have  said,  was  an  excel- 


me  time    while  escorting  xUrs.  jl— -a  1 1^  relating  stories  of  Wal- 

■Y  through  his  garden,_and  extollmg  the   ^^^^        >  ^P^^^^  ^^  ^^^ 
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quaUty  of  his  fruit,  he  picked  a  cheny,  and, 
carefully  dividing  it,  offered  her  one-half  of 
it !  If  this  was  a  fact,  he  was  meaner  than 
the  devil,  for  I  have  never  heard  "the  old 
serpent"  reproached  with  halving  the  apple 
he  gave  to  Eve. 

There  are  many  anecdotes  of  his  parsimony 
extant,  but  I  refram  from  repeatmg  them— 
"de  mortuis  nil,  nisi  bonum.'' 

]yir.  Hyde  was  a  merchant  for  many  years, 
and,  I  think,  was  the  first  to  establish  an  ex- 
tensive crockery  store  in  the  Village.  He  was 
something  of  a  pomologist,  also,  and  after 
retiring  fi-om  the  mercantile  business  he  pur- 
chased°a  small  farm  in  Kiskatom,  and  went 
into  the  fruit  raising  line,  though  I  believe 


Whether  he  ever  really  performed  this  opera- 

tion  or  not  I  am  not  credibly  advised,  but  I ! ,  7;:=J--pn--ami  was  veiy  sociable  and  com-  /^ 
%  have  heard  from  pretty  good  authority,  that  .  ^^^^^^^^  eTen  with  the'lads  of  the  Village,  ^c: 
^S  at   one  time,  whde  escortmg  Mis.  E— -a  |  P  '    ^_^^^  ^^  ^.^^j^^.^^    ^^^^i^^  ^^  ^y^,.  ^^ 


lingford,  and  of  the  early  times  of  Catskill, 
yet°he  could  not  approximate  to  his  brother- 
in-law,  Nat.  Cooke,  who  used  a  longer  bow 
in  his  relations  of  the  marvelous,  than  Mr. 
Rodgees  did  in  whipping  furs.  Until  some- 
what advanced  in  life  he  wore  his  hair  combed 
carefuUy  back,  and  wound  tightly  with  an 
eel-skin,  covered  with  black  ribbon.  This 
kind  of  queue  was  called  a  club,  though  it 
more  closely  resembled  a  huge  Bologna  sau- 
sage. He  was  as  proud  of  this  caudaiity  as  a 
Bashaw  of  his  three  tails,  and  he  assureil  me 
that  at  one  time  it  had  been  so  long  and  so 
rio-id  that  upon  silting  down  he  wa.^  obligit.1 
to°sliift  it  to  one  side,  lest  by  its  striking  the 
chair    bottom,    he  should    be   incontmently 

into  the  trait   raismg  ime,  muugix  ^^....v^v.         ,     ^^  i 

this  specidation  was  rather  unprofitable.     He  ,        \  •  ,         .  ^         „.f.„ 

He  died,  at  a  somewhat  advanced  age,  from   Kodgee^  ^-^^    ^  r  "memb.T  to  have  ever 
injuries  received   by  being  ^brown  from  a  [  anf^  and  I  cto  not^  r^^^^^^  .vhon  wash- 

wa-on,  leaving  fom-  or  five  sons  and  daugh-    known  hun  to  get  y  xui  i.xeti  ^^ ^ ^ 

terj  most,  if  not  aU,  of  whom,  I  believe. 


have  since  died. 

Chaeles  Rodgees  was  another  immigrant 
from  Connecticut.     He  was  a  native  of  \\  al 


in<^  hats  in  the  Catskill  Creek.  On  such  ooi-a- 
sions  he  usuallv  wore  a  long  surtout,  or  tunic, 
with  a  cape  about  the  breadth  of  n.y  hand, 
and  sometimes,  when  the  win.l  ^youid  blow 


from  Connecticut.     He  was  a  native  or  v  a-    """  7^;  ;.',,, ^aiie   ab<mt   his   cans   ho     , 
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exclaim  :  "dud-dam  the  everlasting  cape  !" 
I  remember  that  these  ebullitions  used  to  tickle 
my  friend  Fkank  Dunham  exceedingi}^ 

Mr.  RoDGKRS  and  his  estimable  Avife  lived 
to  a  ripe  age,  enjoying  the  respect  of  the  entire 
community,  and,  dying,  left  the  record  of  a 
good  name.  Their  children  were  Lyman, 
Mary,  Charles  and  Augustus.  Lyman  was 
a  fellow  clerk  with  me  iu  the  store  of  the  late 
John  W.  Hunter,  more  than  foity  3^ears  ago. 
He  went  to  New  York,  and  thence  to  New 
Orleans,  but  after  an  abst-nce  of  a  few  years 
he  returned  to  Catskill,  and,  in  connection 
with  Ira  Dubois,  established  a  restaurant, 
where  he  was  long  and  favorably  knoAvn  as 
"Old  Grimes."  Charles  studied  law  with 
Powers  &  Day,  but  abandoned  the  profession, 
and  followed  the  business  of  an  accountant 
until  his  death.  Maky  married  Ira  Dubois  ; 
and  Augustus  still  sm-vives,  the  last  of  the 
Rodgers  family — father,  mother,  sister  and 
brothers  are  all  asleep  in  "Om-  Cemetery." 

Charles  Clark  manled  the  sister  of  Mrs. 
Rodgers,  and,  I  presume,  came  to  Catskill 
about  the  same  time.  He  was  a  clock  and 
watch  maker  by  trade,  but  on  account  of  fail- 
ing health  and  eye-sight  he  relinquished  the 
business,  and  kept  a  little  grocery  store  on  the 
spot  where  the  Tanners'  Bank  now  stands.  I 
shall  probably  never  forget  the  taste  of  the 
'  fruit  of  the  spice-apple  tree  which  grew  on 
the  vacant  lot  between  Clark's  grocery  and 
Rodgers'  hat  shop.  Even  to-night,  its  rich 
flavor  seems  to  linger  on  my  palate,  and  its 
deep  gi-een  tinge  is  painted  on  the  retina  of  my 
"mind's  eye."  Perhaps  my  remembrance  of 
those  apples  is  pleasanter  from  the  fact  that 
they  were  usually  surreptitiously  obtained,  it 
being  conceded  that  "stolen  fruit  is  sweetest." 


Mr.  Clark  was  a  native  of  Norwich,  Con- 
necticut, and  was  quite  a  stripling  at  the  break- 
ing out  of  the  Revolutionary  War.  He  es- 
poused the  patriot  cause,  and  at  the  early  age 
of  seventeen  shouldered  his  musket  and  march- 
ed to  repel  the  invasion  of  New  London  by 
Benedict  Arnold,  though  his  company  ar- 
rived at  that  place  a  few  hours  too  late  to  pre- 
vent the  conflagration.  [The  nmsket  referred 
to  was  taken  from  a  British  soldier,  and  still 
remains  in  the  possession  of  his  son  Hiram.  ] 
The  old  gentleman  was  an  enthusiast  in  rela- 
tion to  the  Revolution,  and  never  adverted  to 
the  scenes  of  that  trying  period  without  in- 
tense emotion,  nor  spoke  of  Washington 
without  shedding  tears.  I  have  often  sat,  for 
hom-s,  hearing  him  converse  with  those  who 
had  shared  the  dangers  and  honors  of  those 
stormy  years  ;  among  whom  I  well  remember 
David  Hamlin,  a  di-ummer,  who  used  to  boast 
that,  while  playing  Yankee  Doodle,  he  could 
toss  his  drum-stick  in  the  au-,  chink  off  a  gill 
of  whisky,  and  catching  the  stick  in  its  de- 
scent, go  on  with  the  tune  without  missing  a 
note  !  It  is  not  impossible  that  he  might  have 
done  so,  for  I  can  vouch  that  he  would  per- 
form the  whisky-drinking  part  of  the  feat 
with  marvelous  facilitj^ 

Mr.  Clark  died  many  years  ago,  his  widow 
sumving  him  until  quite  recently.  Their 
children  were  Charles,  Edwin,  Eeastus,  An- 
drew and  Hiram,  two  only  of  whom  (Ed- 
ward and  Hiram)  are  living — the  former  re- 
siding, I  believe,  at  Ogdensburgh,  and  the 
latter  in  Canada  West. 

I  meant  to  have  written  at  much  greater 
length  of  the  Clark  family,  but  the  lateness 
of  the  hour  admonishes  me"  that  it  is  time  to 
close  this  rambling  sketch,  and  so — goodnight ! 
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TUESDAY  Evening,  July  18, 1865. 
To  those  who  have  all  their  lives  remained 
at  home,  or  whose  absences  have  been  but  the 
brief  excursions  of  business  or  pleasure,  the 
changes  which  have  taken  place  in  Catskill 
within  the  past  twenty  years,  have,  doubtless, 
been  almost  imperceptible,  and  it  is  probably 
difiieult  for  them  to  recall  the  time  when 
the  place  was  materially  different  fi'om  what 
it  ^  now  is.  My  visits  to  my  native  place 
within  that  time,  have  been  few  and  lim- 
ited in  duration,  seldom  permitting  more 
than  a  Sabbath's  sojourn,  and  yet  I  could  dis- 
cover, at  each  return,  some  striking  change 
and  improvement.     Not,  however,  until  my 


last  visit,  at  the  beginning  of  the  present  month, 
have  I  been  allowed  sulficient  leisure  to  thor- 
oughly perambulate  the  suburbs  of  the  town, 
and  that  I  did  so,  on  that  occasion,  my  feet 
still  bear  aching  testimony. 

To  say  that  I  was  surprised,  feebly  conveys 
my  feelings.  East  of  Mam  street,  and  reach- 
ing to  the  banks  of  the  Hudson,  on  every 
hand,  palatial  residences  and  pleasant  cottages 
have  sprung  up  like  the  palace  of  Aladdin. — 
The  ground  where  "we  boys"  played  ball,  is 
covered  with  neat  houses  and  cultivated  gar- 
dens ;  the  rocky  hOl-side,  where  we  v/ent  to 
gather  the  early  bh'ch  twigs  and  sassafras,  is 
now  a  thriving  and  extensive  vineyard ;  the 
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ponds  on  which  we  learned  to  skate,  are  level 
lawns ;  and  where  stunted  pines,  tangled  under- 
growth and  straggling  vines  betrayed  the  steili- 
ty  of  the  soil,  flowers  and  fruits  now  bloom  and 
ripen.  While  on  the  West  side  of  the  Cats- 
kill,  where  the  barren  hill-sides  were  baked 
by  the  Summer  sun,  and  Tophet  was  typified 
by  the  smoke  of  the  burning  kilns,  handsome 
mansions  and  orchards  present  themselves  to 
the  vision. 

But  nowhere  is  the  change  more  apparent 
than  in  and  about  "Oiu-  Cemetery. ' '  The  rows 
of  rough  stakes  which,  twenty  years  ago,  were 
driven  by  the  road-side,  have  grown  into  a 
pleasant  willow  walk,  and  the  clean  shorn 
ground  and  carefully  trimmed  shi'ubbery  give 
evidence  to  the  respect  and  affection  of  the 
Villagers  for  the  memories  of  the  departed, 
and  the  excellent  taste  and  unwearied  industry 
of  the  individual  to  whom  is  entrusted  the 
charge  of  this  pleasant  "city  of  the  dead." 

Standing  at  the  Western  bounds  of  the  en- 
closure, I  gaze  upon  the  unsmpassed  view  of 
the  Valley  of  the  Catskill,  the  outlines  of  the 
perpetual  mountains,  the  green  fields,  the 
groves,  the  orchards,  and  the  thousand  evi- 
dences of  prosperity  and  refinement ;  and  as 
I  turn  to  where  the  white  monuments  rise 
from  the  green  sward,  and  glisten  in  the  sun- 
li  light,  like  opals  set  in  emeralds;  and  as  I 
>^  strive  to  recall  the  forms  and  features  of  the 
)j  old  friends  and  companions  who  sleep  below, 
and  remember  that  they,  too,  in  days  gone  by 
looked  as  lovingly  as  I  do  upon  this  landscape, 
of  which  the  eye  never  wearies,  I  become  as 
homesick  as  a  child,  and  claim  a  share  in  the 
hopes  of  the  poet : 


"In  all  my  wanderings  round  this  world  of  care, 
In  all  my  griefs— and  God  has  given  my  share — 
I  still  had  hopes,  my  latest  hours  to  crown, 
Amidst  these  pleasant  scenes  to  sit  me  down  ; 
And  (as  a  hare  whom  hounds  and  horns  pursue, 
Pants  to  the  place  from  whence,  at  first,  shefiew,) 
I  still  had  hopes,  my  long  vexations  past, 
Here  to  return — and  die  at  home  at  last." 

But  I  find  I  am  growing  slightly  sentimental, 
and  as  I  only  intended,  in  this  brief  paper,  to 
advert  to  the  changes  which  have  taken  place 
in  Catskill,  I  proceed  to  note  the  manner  of 
celebrating  the  Anniversary  of  American  In- 
dependence in  the  "old  burgh"  at  present,  as 
compared  with  the  "olden  time." 

The  celebration,  this  year,  as  heralded  in  the 
Village  papers  and  prodigious  posters,  was  to 
be  on  a  magnificent  scale.  All  the  F.  F.  C.  's 
were  represented  in  the  committees;  bells 
were  to  be  rung  and  cannons  were  to  be  tired 
at  day-break;  the  procession  was  to  be  of 
almost  interminable  length,  and  to  perec/rate 
through  all  manner  of  streets ;  the  order  of 
exercises  was  to  embrace  prayers,  praises, 
declarations,  orations  and  benedictions;  the 
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soldiers  were  to  be  feasted,  and  the  whole  was 
to  wind  up  in  a  pyrotechnic  blaze  of  glorj'. 

How  far  the  programme  was  caiTied  out, 
your  readers  probably  all  know.  The  bells, 
possibly,  were  rung,  and  the  guns,  possibly, 
ive7-e  fired,  but,  if  so,  it  must  have  been  af  k-r 
the  manner  of  the  roaring  of  Nick  Bottom's 
lion,  "gently  as  a  sucking  dove,"  for  they 
utterly  failed  to  rouse  me  from  ray  slumbers 
at  the  Catskill  House.  Then,  it  was  discov- 
ered that  the  President  of  the  day  had  gone 
off  to  the  Pine  Orchard  ;  (hc7i,  the  Pai-sons 
refused  to  pray  for  any  such  "old  fogy"  insti- 
tution as  the  Fourth  of  Jul}-,  and  it  was  feared 
that  the  programme  Avoukl  have  to  be  executed 
without  benefit  of  Clergy  ;  then,  the  process- 
ion delayed  moving  until  three-fourths  of  the 
spectators  were  tired  to  death,  and  the  other 
quarter  too  blind  to  see  weh  ;  fhe/i  there  wa.s 
a  row  among  the  denizens  of  ^Morocco  Street 
and  Poverty  Hollow,  because  the  Caravan  had 
omitted  to  traverse  those  avenues ;  theti, 
•  'Mel.  "  OsBOEN  read  a  written  Oration  (which 
was  said  to  be  extremely  eloquent  and  excess- 
ively patriotic) ;  then,  'Squire  King  made  an 
extemporaneous  speech ;  then,  the  invalids 
were  led  off  to  Bumpie's  Hook,  to  feed,  and 
then, — I  left.  It  is  hoped  the  fire-works  were 
cracked  off,  in  the  evening,  in  a  style  coitcs- 
ponding  to  that  in  which  they  were  cracked 
up  in  the  programme.  ^^ 

So  much  for  the  Fomlh  of  Jul}-,  1 8G5.  And  ^(5) 
if  the  exhibition  shall  ever  be  repeated,  "may 
I  be  there  to  see,''  if  for  no  other  pleasiu-e  than 
to  take  my  old  friends  by  the  hand,  and  to  see 
another  bevy  of  coimtry  girls,  dressed  in  the 
national  colors :  red  cheeks,  white  frocks  and 
blue  woolen  stockings. 

Reverting  to  the  past,  my  earliest,  and  most 
indistinct  recollection  is  of  a  double  celebra- 
tion of  the  day  at  Catskill.  Party  spirit  ran 
high,  and  the  two  poUtical  divisions  were  so 
much  embittered  against  each  other,  that  tiny 
could  not  mingle  their  patriotism,  even  on  the 
national  holiday.  Each  party  had  a  pr()C(>.>;.s- 
ion  (by  different  routes).  Each  had  an  Ora- 
tion, (the  Federalists  at  the  Presln  teriaii  Fleet- 
ing-House, and  the  Kepublicans,  or  Demo- 
crats, at  the  Court  House,)  and  it  is  to  be 
presumed  that  each  had  a  public  dinner,  though 
I  don't  remember  wliere.  N<>r  do  I  recolleel 
who  were  the  Orators  of  the  day.  The  names 
of  James  Powers,  Moses  I.  Cantink  and 
Thomas  P.  Geosvenou  are  floating  in  my 
mind,  but  I  cannot  specificate. 

Usually,  however,  in  the  "good  old  days" 
which  I  love  to  remember,  the  day  was  ushered 
in  by  the  "chowsy  tinklings"  of  the  Court 
House  and  Academy  bells,  and  the  thunders 
of  Captain  Stocking's  six  and  nine-pounders. 
A  military  parade  took  place  in  the  forenoiin, 
and  by  two  o'clock,  p.  m.,  the   whole  male 
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population  were  ready  to  sit  down  to  a  sub- 
stantial dinner  at  Botsford's,  or  Chandler's, 
or  Dontsielly's,  or  Croswell's.  But  not  until 
after  the  cloth  was  removed,  and  the  Clergj-- 
men  had  retired,  did  the  Foinlh  of  July  fairly 
begin.  Then  came  the  speeches,  the  toasts, 
and  the  songs.  It  is  true  that  the  sentiments 
were  not  always  the  most  chaste,  nor  the  songs 
exactly  such  as  would  be  selected  by  a  church 
choir,  yet  they  were  generally  patriotic,  always 
humorous,  and  invariably  received  with  clam- 
orous applause.  I  venture  to  say  there  are 
none,  now  living,  who  mingled  in  those  fes- 
tivities, who  will  ever  forget  the  stories  of  the 
elder  Frank  Botsford  and  Noaii  Linset,  or 
the  songs  of  "Scratch  me  here,"  by  Captain 
Barentje  DiTBois,  of  "John  Anderson  my 
Jo,"  by  Hank  Van  Gorden,  "The  Parson 
and  his  ale-cask, "  by  Mackat  Croswell,  with 
its  rolliclving  chorus  of  '  'Down,  derry,  down, " 
or  the  hundred  others  "which  were  wont  to 
set  the  table  in  a  roar."  These  parties  usually 
broke  up  at  an  early  hour  of  the  evening,  and 
there  was  little  need  of  fire-works  to  taper  off 
with,  as  each  individual  was  supposed  to  be 
able  to  see  more  stars  than  Astronomy  tells  of. 

For  many  years,  the  celebration  of  this 
Anniversary  fell  into  desuetude.  The  uni- 
formed companies  (the  Artilleiy,  which  I  first 
recollect  as  being  under  the  command  of 
'  Jared  Stocking,  and  the  Union  Volunteers, 
under  Isaac  Dubois  or  David  G.  Abeel,)  be- 
came partially,  if  not  entirely  disbanded, 
patriotism  became  inert,  and  the  citizens  of 
Catskill  seemed  perfectly  willing  to  accept  the 
blessings  of  Liberty,  without  fatiguing  them- 
selves by  any  very  vociferous  thanksgivings 
for  the  benefaction. 


For  a  long  time  after  this,  the  only  ob- 
sei-vance  of  the  day  was  by  the  "Turtle  Club. " 
This  association  Avas  formed  about  twenty-five 
years  ago,  and  held  its  first  regale  of  turtle 
soup  and  salmagundi,  I  believe,  at  Fox  Creek. 
At  each  return  of  the  "glorious  Fourth,"  the 
day  was  religiously  (if  not  piously)  observed 
by  the  Club,  up  to  the  time  when  I  left  Cats- 
kill.  Whether  the  organization  is  yet  in  ex- 
istence, I  cannot  say,  but  I  know  no  good 
reason  why  it  should  not  be,  for  the  members 
have  been  wonderfully  spared  ;  in  fact,  I  do 
not  remember  to  have  heard  of  the  death  of 
more  than  one  or  two  of  all  those  who  con- 
gregated at  the  first  "feast  of  good  things. " 
The  Turtle,  or  Tortoise,  is  said  to  be  a  long- 
lived  animal,  and  it  is  possible  that  its  flesh 
(especially  when  converted  into  soup)  is  con- 
duccnt  to  longevity.  At  any  rate,  at  my  last 
visit  to  Catskill,  I  met  many  of  the  origmal 
members,  and  they  seemed  to  wear  as  well  as 
the  garments  of  the  Israelites  in  their  exodus. 
There  was  "Charles  Fox,"  somewhat  dried, 
but  tender  yet,  Cashier  Cooke,  "Dave"  Dun- 
ham, "Yellt"  Howell,  "Dick"  Breasted, 
and  many  others ;  while  it  is  not  long  since  I 
heard  from  "Gus."  Rogers,  and  it  was  but 
yesterday  that  I  was  visited  by  "Gil."Lusk. 

But  I  have,  somehoAV,  got  pretty  well  into 
the  present  generation,  and  have  wandered  a  i 
long  way  from  "the  dead  of  Our  Cemetery." 
The  hour  is  late,  I  am  growing  drowsy,  and  I 
will  conclude  this  rambling  paper  with  the 
promise  that  I  will  hereafter  adhere  more 
closely  to  the  purpose  for  which  these  poor 
Sketches  were  commenced — the  revival  of  the 
memories  of  the  old  mhabitants  of  Catskill. 
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Accidentally  meeting,  the  other  day,  with 
the  facsimile  of  an  ancient  Roll  of  Attor- 
nies  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  the  State  of 
New  York,  I  discovered,  among  the  latest 
signatures,  that  of  John  Van  der  Speigle 
Scott,  aflixed  June,  1791.  The  sight  of  the 
old  document  recalled  to  my  mind  the  Courts 
and  Bar  of  Greene  County,  some  fifty  years 
ago  ;  and,  as  I  have  hitherto  neglected  to  pay 
proper  attention  to  that  portion  ^f  the  old  in- 
habitants, I  propose  to  devote  this  and,  per- 
haps, one   or  two  succeeding  papers  to  the 


subject.  Many  of  those  who  were  promi- 
nent lawyers  when  I  was  young,  have  died  so 
recently  that  their  names  are  yet  fresh  in  the 
recollections  of  the  middle-aged  among  jovcr 
readers ;  of  these  are  Jacob  Van  Orden, 
James  Pinckney,  Robert  Dorlon,  John 
Adams,  and  others.  One,  James  Powers, 
having  suffered  and  surmounted  as  much  of 
physical  affliction  as  usually  falls  to  the  lot  of 
man,  still  survives,  and,  Avhen  I  last  met  him, 
I  was  pleased  to  see  that  he  was,  apparently, 
making  fair  progress  on  his  return  to  the  bor- 
ders of  rejuvenescence.  *     I  remember  others, 
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ho^v-eve^,  who  have  probably  passed  from  the 
memoiies  of  most  of  your  readers.  Among 
those  were  Jesse  BRTjsn,  .James  Bill,  James 
F.  WifinT,  Moses  I.  Cantixe,  Samuel  Van 
Ordex,  Augustus  Donnelly,  Cornelius  Du- 
bois, Jace  Haight,  Grosvexor,  Beach,  Cam- 
field,  and  others  whose  names  will  probably 
recur  to  me  as  I  proceed  with  these  sketches. 

*  *  4;  *  *  ^  ^: 

3Iy  earliest   remembrance  of  Courts  and 
lawyers  in  Catskill,  date  back  to  the  time  of 
the  trials  of  Kavanagh,  and  of  Lent,  and 
Sickler,  for  the  murder  of  Sally  Hamilton. 
Tliat  event,  fi'om  its  atrocity  and  the  mystery 
which  enveloped  it,  filled  for  a  long  time,  the 
minds  of  the  people,  not  only  in  the   imme- 
diate vicinity  of  its  occurrence,  but  through- 
out the  whole  Countiy.     The  circumstances 
were,  as  nearly  as  I  can  remember,  as  fol- 
lows :  Sally  Hamilton,  a  daughter  of  Sam- 
uel Hamilton,  Esq.,  of  the  "upper  Purchase" 
of  Athens,  had  been  making  an  afternoon  vis- 
it to  a  neighbor,  and  about  dark,  started  to 
return  to  her  father's  house,  which,  although 
but  a  few  rods  distant,  she  never  reached  alive. 
Her  absence  from  home,  until  an  unusually 
late  hoiu",  causing  some  anxiety,  enquiry  was 
made  at  the  place  where  she  had  been  visit-  i 
mg,  and  as  she  was  not  foimd  there,  nor  at 
any  other  of  the  neighbors',  her  parents  be- 
came alarmed,  the  inhabitants  of  the  village 
were  aroused,  and  diligent  search  instituted  I 
for  the  missing  gM.     Some  persons  then  re-  I 
membered  to  have  heard,  or  fancied  they  had  1 
heard,  cries  of  distress  in  the  early  part  of  the  ' 
evening,  but  as  the  night  was  boisterous  and  i 
blustering,  these  sounds  were  supposed  to  be 
but  the  wailiugs  of  the  wind.     At  an  early 
hour  of  the  succeeding  morning,  the  body  of 
the  unfortimate  girl  was  found  in  the  water, 
under  a  bridge  crossing  a  small  stream,  which 
has,    ever    since,    been    called    "Murderers' 
Creek. "     I  have  heard  Miss  Hamilton  de-  \ 
scribed  as  a  lovely,  modest  and  amiable  young  [ 
lady,  and  it  Vv^as  not  strange  that  the  whole  i 
community  sliould  be  violently  excited,  and 
the  most  earnest  measures  be  adopted  to  bring  , 
the  peipetrators  of  this  foul  act  to  punish- 1 
ment.     I  believe  there  were  a  number  of  ar- 
rests made,  but  the  first  which  I  recollect  was 
of  one  Kavanagh.     No  testimony  sufficient 
to  convict  him  was  however  adduced,  and 
he  was  acquitted  and  drammed  out  of  town, 
probably  as  a  punishment  for  his  ill-looks,  for 
,he  had  the  most  ^dUamous  countenance  I  have  ' 
ever  seen.  I 

Some  time  afterwards,  a  man  of  the  name  ! 
of  Sickler  was  indicted  for  this  murder,  on  ^ 
the  testimony  of  a  comrade  named  Lent,  the  ' 
latter  being  accepted  as  a  witness  for  the  State.  [ 
On  the  trial,  Lext  gave  a  circumstantial  ac- ! 
count  of  the  affair,  telling  how  himself  and  I 


SiCKLEE  seized  and  maltreated  the  young  wo- 
man ;  how  she  shrieked  for  help  ;  ho w°  they 
killed  her ;  how  they  dragged  her  body  to  the 
creek  ;  and  how  they  lifted  a  plank  from  the 
bridge  and  thrust  her  into  the  water.  He  al- 
so swore  that  after  the  commission  of  the 
crime,  they  passed  through  Catskill,  in  the 
early  dawn  of  the  following  morning,  and 
saw  one  man,  whom  he  described,  standing 
at  the  door  of  a  porter-hoase  or  grocery,  and 
that  he  was,  apparently,  the  only  per^on  stir- 
ring in  the  village.  Confirmatory  of  this  ev- 
idence, the  person  described  (I  believe  it  was 
Curtiss  Graham)  testified  that  early  one  morn- 
ing, about  the  time  specified  by  Lest,  he 
saw  two  men  resembling  the  prisoner  and  wit- 
ness, passing  hastily  down  Main  Street.  And 
yet,  mirabile  dictu  !  notwithstanding  the 
direct  testimony  of  the  man  wIkj  confessed 
his  own  participation  in  this  horrid  crime, 
and  the  partially  corroborative  evidence  of 
Graham,  neither  of  these  men  were  guilty  of 
this  murder,  nor  were  they  within  thirty  miles 
of  Athens  at  the  time  of  its  commission  ! — 
Officers  of  the  United  States  Army  were  sum- 
moned as  witnesses,  who  swore  positively  that 
both  Lext  and  Sickler  were  in  the  barracks 
at  Greeubush,  at  tattoo,  at  nine  o'clock  of  the 
night  of  the  murder,  and  also  present  at  re- 
veille at  day-break  the  following  morning. 
The  fact  was  that  these  men,  a  few  days  sub- , 
sequent  to  the  night  referred  to,  had  escaped 
from  the  camp,  and  being  closeh-  pursued, 
and  fearing  to  be  captured  and  shot  as  de- 
serters, they  had  preferred  to  throw  them- 
selves into  the  clutches  of  the  civil  law,  by 
assuming  to  be  the  peipetrators  of  a  deed 
which  could  not  fail  to  come  to  their  lars,  as 
the  whole  country  was  ringing  with  it.  The 
result  was  that  Lext  was  indicted,  convicteil 
and  sent  to  the  State  Prison  for  Perjurj-,  and 
Sickler,  being  acquitted,  went  "scot  free," 
the  war  having  terminated,  and  martial  law 
being  consequently  abolished. 

After  this,  I  believe,  there  were  no  more 
an-ests  for  this  crime,  and  the  affair  gradually 
died  out  of  the  minds  of  all,  save  the  gossips, 
who  for  some  time  busied  themselves  with 
vague  conjectures  and  flimsy  flu  (>ri;s,  among 
which  Avere  those  of  unrequited  alTeclion  and 
suicide. 

Many  years  after,  a  school-teacher  of  Hud- 
son, (who  was  said  to  have  been  th(>  intimate 
friend  of  Miss  Hamilton  in  her  life-time) 
while  skating  from  that  city  to  Catskill,  fi  11 
through  the  ice,  opposite  Pexfield's,  and  was 
drowned.  It  is  scarcely  credible  that  he  knew 
any  more  of  the  manner  of  the  death  of  .Miss 
H.,  than  others— at  all  events,  the  mystery 
will  now,  jirobably,  remain  unrevealed  lo 
human  ken  forever. 
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But  I  return  from  this  digression  to  my 
proposed  subject — the  Bench  and  the  Bar. 

The  first  presiding  Justice  (or  First  Judge) 
of  oiu-  County  whom  I  clearly  remember,  Avas 
Gauret  Abeel.  lie  was  not,  I  believe,  a 
member  of  the  legal  profession,  but  I  have 
always  heard  that  he  was  a  most  excellent 
magistrate,  and  that  all  his  rulings  and  decis- 
ions were  based  in  sound  sense,  and  were  in- 
dicative of  a  fair  degree  of  legal  acumen.  He 
had  a  sort  of  nervous  affection,  and,  like  most 
of  the  Dutchmen  of  that  day,  was  an  invet- 
erate smoker ;  and  sometimes,  when  I  have 
seen  him  with  a  long  clay  pipe  in  his  mouth, 
and  a  nodding  head,  engaged  in  adjudication, 
I  have  been  puzzled  whether  to  compare  him 
to  Rhadamanthus  or  Wotjter  Van  Twiller. 
My  first  introduction  to  the  Abeel  family 
was  when  I  could  not  have  been  more  than 
thi-ee  years  of  age,  (probably  less,)  and  I  only 
refer  to  it  as  a  proof  of  a  rather  uncommon 
retention  of  memory.  There  are  some  living 
who  must  remember  what  was  called  "the 
Clark  fire. "  It  broke  out  in  the  hatters'  shop 
of  Cornelius  Clark,  opposite  the  present  site 
of  the  Catskill  Bank,  and  consumed,  I  be- 
lieve, three  or  fom-  buildings.  It  occmred  at 
night,  and  I  have  a  distinct  recollection  of 
seeing  the  blaze  of  the  conflagration,  as  I  was 
carried  in  my  mother's  arms  through  our  gar- 
3  den  and  across  the  back  street,  and  deposited 
'  in  bed  at  the  old  stone  house  of  Judge  Abeel. 
I  remember  that,  when  quite  young,  I  stood 
very  much  in  awe  of  the  Judge,  but  as  I  gi'ew 
older  and  became  better  acquainted  with  him, 
I  found  him  to  be  a  very  pleasant  and  sociable 
old  gentleman.  Among  my  happiest  recol- 
lections are  the  hours  which  were  spent  in  his 
spacious  Dutch  kitchen,  or  playing  hide-and- 
seek  in  his  hay-mow  ;  and  when  I  was  per- 
mitted to  ride  one  of  his  horses  to  pasture 
(bare-backed  and  with  a  rope  halter)  I  felt 
more  real  gratification  than  (I  venture  to  sajO 
even  you,  Mr.  Editor,  can  possibly  experience 
when  astride  the  Bucephalus  of  which  you 
have  recently  become  the  proud  possessor. 

The  children  of  Judge  Abeel,  whom  I  re- 
member, were  David  G.  and  Anthony,  who 
occupied  farms  at  and  about  "the  Bockover." 
David  G.  was  an  officer  in  the  last  war  with 
England,  and  is  still  living.*  Eleanor,  or 
"Nelly,"  manied  Chas.  Baker.  Chas.  C. 
Abeel  was  a  lawyer,  maiTied  a  Miss  Cantine, 
was  County  Clerk  about  forty  years  ago,  and 
died  not  long  since  in  Ulster  County.     [His 


son  Hector  has  been,  for  some  time  past,  a 
Justice  of  the  Peace  in  Marbletown,  and  an- 
other son,  Howard,  who  was  for  a  little  while 
a  clerk  of  mine,  is  now  a  respected  and  suc- 
cessful merchant  in  Albion,  Orleans  Co.] — 
Betsey,  another  daughter  of  Judge  Abeel,  is 
still  living,  celibate.  Ann  married  Herman 
M.  Romeyn,  of  Kingston,  and  Catharine 
man-ied  Benjamin  P.  Dubois,  of  Catskill. 
John,  commonly  called  "the  setter,"  and  Mo- 
ses were  nearer  my  age,  and  were  my  friends 
and  associates  in  many  a  scene  of  fun  and 
frolic.  John  married  Lydiaette  Preston,  (a 
chere  amie  of  Mrs.  P.'s,  in  their  girlhood.) 
Of  all  the  sons  of  Garret  Abeel,  there  are 
none  surviving,  to  my  linowledge,  except  the 
oldest  and  youngest — David  G.,*  and  Moses. 
The  latter  resides  at  West  Catskill,  or  did  not 
long  since.  His  wife  was  Betsey  Baker,  a 
grand-daughter,  I  think,  of  good  old  Mother 
Kane,  of  whom  I  have  before  made  especial 
mention. 

But  I  have  dwelt  longer  than  I  intended, 
and,  perhaps,  longer  than  will  be  interesting 
to  yom-  readers,  upon  Judge  Abeel  and  his 
descendants.  Aii'iving  at  that  age  when  men 
became  legally  (though  seldom  mentally)  in- 
capacitated for  judicial  i^ositions,  he  retired 
from  the  Bench,  and  was  succeeded  by  Moses 
I.  Cantine,  who  was,  I  believe,  a  brother  of 
;Mrs.  Abeel,  and  who  married  a  Miss  Hoes, 
a  sister  of  Mrs.  Martin  Van  Buren.  Mr. 
Cantine  did  not  long  remain  in  office,  being, 
soon  after  his  induction  as  Judge,  associated 
with  Isaac  Q.  Leake  as  State  Printer  and  ed- 
itor of  the  Argus ^  at  Albany,  to  which  city 
he  removed,  and  where  he  not  long  after  died. 
He  was  succeeded  by  John  V.  D.  S.  Scott, 
of  whom  I  have  heretofore  wi'itten  at  some 
length  in  the  "Harmony  Lodge  Papers." — 
Judge  SooTT  continued  in  office  until  his 
death,  and  his  successor  was  Dorranoe  Kiet- 
LAND,  of  Coxsackie.  At  the  expiration  of 
Judge  Kirtland's  term,  and  I  am  not  sure 
whether  it  was  closed  by  limitation  or  by 
death,  Malbone  Watson  became  First  Judge 
of  Greene  County,  and  he  occupied  that  posi- 
tion when  I  left  Catskill  twenty  yeai"S  ago. 

As  I  find  most  of  the  foregoing  names  on 
my  list  of  attornies,  I  shall  speak  of  them  more 
in  detail  when  I  come  to  sketch  that  class  of 
the  old  inhabitants  of  Catskill.     Good  night. 


*  Since  deceased. 
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Wednesday  Etehing,  Attottst  9, 1865. 
Writing,  last  week,  from  very  faint  mem- 
017,  of  the  Athens  tragedy  of  fifty  yeais  ago, 
1  am  apprised  that  though  my  relation  of  the 
affah'  was  substantially  correct,  there  were 
S(3me  circumstances  attending  the  trial  which 
I  had  forgotten,  and  others  of  which  I  was 
uniiriormed.     Lent^  in  his  confession,    told 
of  the  desertion  of  himself,  Sioklee  and  two 
others,  from  Greenbush,  a  day  or  two  before 
the  mm-der  ;  that  they  stole  a  boat  and  crossed 
the  River ;  that  they  travelled  some  twelve 
miles  into  the  country,  and  returning,  came 
to  a  Adllage  where  a  Brigade  Muster,  or  "Gen- 
eral Training,"  was  then  held ;  that,  after  the 
mmxler,    they  slept  in  a  barn  two  or  three 
miles  from  Catskill ;  that  they  passed  thi'ough 
the  village  early  in  the  morning,  and  that  they 
went  outboard  a  Catskill  sloop  bound  for  New 
York.     All  these  statements  were  verified  by 
evidence  before  the  Court :  the  owners  of  the 
boat  testified  that  it  was  stolen  on  the  night 
named  ;  it  was  proven  that  a  general  Militia 
L  muster  was  held  at  Cossackie   at  the  time 
3  stated  ;  workmen  in  the  employ  of  William 
r  Brandow  swore  that  they  saw  such  men 
emerging  from  the  barn  before  daylight ;  and 
Capt.  Van  Loan  bore  witness  to  the  coming 
aboard  of  his  vessel  of  certain  rough  looking 
strangers  at  about  the  time  specified.    It  would 
seem  that  Lent's  testimony,  thus  corroborated, 
would  have  been  suflicient  for  a  conviction, 
and  it  probably  would  have  been,  had  it  not 
been  for  the  witnesses  from  Greenbush  bar- 
racks.    As  it  was,  Judge  Wm.  W.  Van  Ness 
stated  to  the  jury  that  although,  technically, 
the  evidence  might  not  wan-ant  a  verdict  of 
guilty,  yet,  that  he,  himself,  had  veiy  httle 
doubt  on  the  subject ;  and  Elisha  Willl4.ms, 
the  covmsel  for  Siokler,  told  him,  after  his 
acquittal,  that,  in  his  opinion,  he  was  a  guilty 
man  and  deserved  to  be  hung.     But  the  most 
important  omission  in  my  last  week's  sketch, 
was  that  of  a  fact  which  has  since  come  to  my 
knowledge.     I  am  informed  by  my  old  friend, 
Judge  NionoLS,  who  manied  a  sister  of  the 
murdered  girl,  that  some  years  ago,  Sioklee, 
on  his  death-bed,  made  a  full  confession  of 
his  guilt !     Though  this  fact  may  somewhat 
detract  from  the  romance  with  which  mystery 
had  enveloped  the  affair,  yet  it  has  the  happy 
elf  ect  of  terminating  all  the  idle  speculations 
of  wonder-mongers,  and  of  quieting  all  the 
doubts  and  fears  and  uncertainties  of  the  lew 
sui-viviug  friends  of  the  ill-fated  Sally  Ham- 
ilton. 


I  find  no  tomb-stoue  in  "Our  Cemetery" 
bearing  the  name  of  Jesse  Beisii,  and  I  pre- 
sume he  removed  from  Catskill  before  his 
death.  My  recollection  of  him,  (if  it  can  be 
called  recollection,  for  it  is  quite  indistinct,) 
is  that  he  was  a  verj-  fussy,  Inisy,  stirring 
body,  perambulating  the  streets  in  a  long 
morning  gown,  with  both  hands  apparently 
filled  with  briefs,  declarations  and  judgment 
rolls,  endeavormg  to  impress  upon  the  miucLs 
of  the  crowd  an  idea  of  the  viist  extent 
of  his  professional  business — indeed,  one  of 
that  class  known  as  "Philadelphia  lawyers, 
with  a  pocket  full  of  jjapcrs  with  no  writing 
on."  How  long  he  remained  in  Catskill,  or 
where  he  went,  I  don't  know,  nor  do  I  know 
anything  of  his  family,  exeejit  that  I  remem- 
ber a  pretty  and  amiable  young  lady  named 
Antoinette  Brush,  who,  I  presume,  was  his 
daughter. 

When  I  knew  J^vmes  Bill  he  was  Clerk  of 
the  County  of  Greene,  and  I  probably  should 
not  remember  him  so  well,  if  he  had  not  giv- 
en me  (for  my  name,  he  said)  tlie  first  six- 
pence of  which  I  have  any  very  clear  recol- 
lection. At  that  time  he  was  dressed  in  nan- 
keen knee-breeches,  whil«!  stockings  and 
buckled  shoes,  and  was  a  perfect  specimen  of 
the  old-school  gentleman.  I  don't  think  he 
practiced  much  as  a  lawjer — at  any  rate,  I 
only  knew  him  as  the  incumbent  of  the  Clerk's 
oflice.  He  resided  in  the  red  house  at  the  to|. 
of  the  hill  on  Thompson  Street,  afterwards 
known  as  "the  Ckoswell  house,"  and  which 
was,  I  believe,  a  few  yeai's  ago  rebuilt  and 
enlarged  by  J.  Joesbuky, 

James  F.  WionT  was  a  son-in-law  of  31  r. 
Bill,  and  I  only  remember  him  jus  a  dapper 
Uttle  fellow,  who,  for  some  rea.son  of  which 
I  am  ignorant,  was  known  by  the  name  of 
"Stoetile  Van  dun  der  bergh."     llis  ])artner, 

Beach,  (I  forget  his  rti-st  name)  was  a 

very  quiet  man,  and  reputed  an  excellent  of- 
fice lawyer. 

Among  the  early  attomies  of  Catskill,  was 
James  Pinckney.  He  wa.'^  a  native  of  West- 
chester countv,  bom  in  177t>,  and  reared  amidst 
the  busy  scenes  of  the  Revolution  on  what 
was  called  the  Neutral  Groinid.  Doct.  Bol- 
ton, in  his  history  of  Westchester,  says  that 
the  Pinckney  mansion  was,  by  turns,  the  fa- 
vorite resort  of  both  AnuTican  and  British 
officers;  and  I  have  been  tol.l,  by  one  who 
ou"-ht  to  know,  that  Cooi'eb,  in  his    fc»py, 
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alludecl  to  the  place  when  describing  the  resi- 
dence of  the  fictitious  Mr.  WnARTON. 

James  Pinckney  left  home  at  an  early  age, 
and  was  for  a  time  a  clerk  in  New  York  for 
^VuKAM  Van  Buskirk,  (who,  after^v^^rds,  re- 
tiring from  business,  built  a  countr}^  house  at 
Athens,  adjacent  to  the  property  of  General 
Haight.)  Afterwards  he  was  sent  to  Savan- 
nah by  a  New  York  liousc,  with  a  stock  of 
goods,  but  the  finn  failing  just  as  he  was  re- 
turning home,  he  lost  all  which  he  had  made 
by  the  operation.  He  then  resolved  to  "seek 
his  fortune"  up  the  North  Eiver,  and,  with  a 
follow  clerk  named  William  Cairns,  took 
passage  in  a  Catskill  sloop.  Aniving  here, 
he  foimd  employment  in  the  office  of  John 
V.  D.  S.  Scott,  and  concluded  to  study  law. 
Soon  after  his  admission  to  the  bar  he  was 
attacked  by  asthma,  and,  notwithstanding  that 
during  his  whole  life  he  suffered  nmch  fi-om 
that  distressing  complaint,  he  succeeded  in 
securing  a  good  business  in  the  line  of  his 
profession,  and  held  a  number  of  judicial  and 
clerical  offices.  He  was,  at  different  times, 
and  for  many  years,  a  Supreme  Court  Com- 
missioner ;  from  the  erection  of  the  County, 
in  1800,  untfi  1831,  he  was  Clerk  of  the  Board 
of  Supervisors;  from  1821  to  1826  he  was 
actmg  County  Clerk  ;  and  for  a  long  time, 
and  until  his  death,  he  was  a  Conmiissioner 
of  Deeds,  an  Examiner  in  Chanceiy,  &c. ,  &c. 
He  died  in  1834,  leaving  eight  childi-en,  of 
whom  i)ut  two  are  now  living.  He  was  my 
father,  and  it  may  be  thought  by  some  that  it 
is  not  my  province  to  speak  more  at  length  of 
his  life  and  character.  I  know  that  he  was 
a  kind,  indulgent  and  beloved  parent,  and  I 
have  never  yet  heard  him  spoken  of,  by  oth- 
ers, in  any  other  terms  than  those  of  respect 
and  esteem. 

The  office  of  Powers  &  Adams,  as  long 
ago  as  I  can  remember,  was  near  the  foot  of 
Main  Street,  and  they  were  veiy  neai'ly,  if 
not  quite,  at  the  head  of  the  Greene  Coimty 
Bar.  Of  the  eai'ly  life  of  James  Powers 
I  know  very  little,  if  anything,  and  as  he  is 
still  living,*  those  who  are  curious  in  such 
matters  are  refeiTed  to  "headquarters"  for  in- 
formation. I  know  that  he  married  a  daugh- 
ter of  Judge  Stephen  Day,  that  he  was  not 
only  a  good  lawyer,  but  also  a  busy  politician ; 
that  at  one  time  he  ably  represented  the  Thhd 
District  (then,  I  believe,  composed  of  seven 
counties,  and  extending  from  Vermont  to 
Pennsylvania)  in  the  Senate  of  the  State,  and 
that  he  was  a  member  of  the  Constitutional 
Convention  of  1846. 


John  Adams  was,  I  think,  a  native  of  Cats- 
kill,  but  resided,  in  the  eariy  part  of  his  life, 
at  Duriiam.  He  came  to  this  village  about  the 
beginnmg  of  the  present  century,  and  not  long 
after,  he  became  associated  with  Mr.  Powers 
in  business.  After  accumulating  a  fan-  com- 
petency for  each,  the  health  of  Mr.  Adams 
became  impaned,  the  partnership  was  dis- 
solved, and  he  went  to  the  island  of  St.  Thom- 
as, where  he  remauied  until  his  health  was 
partially  restored,  when  he  returned  and  re- 
commenced the  practice  of  law  in  Catskill,  in 
which  he  continued  until  his  death  in  1854. 

I  was  intimately  acquainted  with  IVIr.  Adams, 
and  might,  did  space  permit,  tell  of  a  thous- 
and acts  showing  the  sociability  of  his  dispo- 
sition, and  the  kindness  of  his  heart.  He  was 
many  years  ago,  a  member  of  the  State  Legis- 
latm-e,  and  more  recently,  represented  the 
Greene  and  Columbia  District  in  Congress. 
Of  five  children,  but  two  are  living — Catha- 
rine, the  wife  of  Edwin  Croswell,  and  Wil- 
liam, President  of  the  Suffolk  County  Bank, 
at  Sag  Harbor. 

Of  the  multiplicity  of  Students  in  the  office 
of  Powers  &  Adams,  I  do  not  know  but  two 
yet  extant — Caleb  Day  and  Lews  Benton. 
The  latter  is,  I  befieve,  engaged  in  the  In- 
sm-ance  business  in  New  York,  and  the  f  omier 
stm  resides  in  CatskiU,  apparently  good  for  a  < 
long  string  of  comfortable  years  to  come.  I  ^ 
remember  as  weU  as  though  it  was  but  yester- 
day, when  I  first  knew  Caxeb  Day.  It  was 
a  w^arm  sunny  afternoon,  when  I  (a  boy)  was 
passing  the  CatskiU  Bank,  in  the  basement  of 
which  Mr.  Powers  had  his  office.  Attracted 
by  the  measured  tones  of  an  exceUent  voice, 
I  discovered  a  knot  of  students  and  others, 
seated  on  the  grass-plat,  in  the  shade  of  the 
buildmg,  listening  to  the  readmg,  by  Caleb, 
of  Irvtng's  "Legend  of  Sleepy  Hollow,"  then 
just  published.  Leaning  against  the  raOing, 
I  drank  in  the  whole  of  the  dreamy  story,  and 
I  am  fain  to  say  that  dm-ing  the  more  than 
forty  years  which  have  passed  since  that  day, 
no  display  of  Elocution  has  ever  addressed 
itself  so  directly  to  my  heart, 

******* 
I  don't  know  whether  it  is  the  remembrance 
of  that  warm  afternoon,  or  the  present  effect 
of  "some  of  the  same  sort"  of  weather — but 
one  fact  is  indisputable :  I  am  getting  into  an 
unpleasantly  profuse  perspiration,  and  must 
stop  just  here  to  cool  off. 


*  Since  deceased. 


-G^-. 
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An  interval  of  half  a  year  lies  between  the 
date  of  my  last  sketch,  and  to-day.  Then, 
"Our  Cemeterj'"  lay  in  the  light  of  a  Sum- 
mer's sun,  and  then  daily  visits  were  made, 
by  suryiving  friends,  to  the  resting-places 
of  "the  loved  and  lost."  Now,  the  sharp 
winds  of  Winter  sweep  past  lofty  monu- 
ments and  lowlj^  tomb-stones,  and  the  light 
snows  lie  all  unbroken,  save  where  the  wheel- 
marks  of  the  hearse  point  the  track  to  some 
new-made  grave. 

But,  to  those  who  sleep  in  that  enclosure, 
Summer  and  Winter,  Spring-time  and  Autumn 
are  one.  They  heed  neither  sunlight  nor 
clouds,  cold  nor  heat,  the  springing  of  the 
flower,  nor  the  falling  of  the  leaf — '  'they  rest 
fi-om  their  labors." 

And  perhaps  it  would  be  wisdom  that  I 
should  leave  them  to  that  rest, 

"Nor  farther  seek  their  merits  to  disclose, 
Or  draw  their  frailties  from  that  di-ead  abode 
Where  they  aUke  in  trembling  hope  repose, 
The  bosom  of  their  father  and  their  God," 

yet  somehow,  I  cannot  tell  why,  I  feel,  at 
times,  driven  by  some  UTesistible  influence  to 
recall  thek  lives  and  actions  to  memoiy,  and 
to  commit  them  to  paper,  in  my  poor  imper- 
fect way,  notwithstanding  the  consciousness 
that  my  sketches  must  sm-ely  be  of  verj'  slight 
interest,  if  not  tedious,  to  your  readers. 
******* 

There  is  now,  within  the  bounds  of  your 
Village,  a  populous  settlement  called  West 
CatskiU,  but  which,  in  olden  time,  went  by 
the  comprehensive  name  of  "Across  the 
Creek."  Fi'om  the  "Hop-o'-nose"  nearly  to 
the  confluence  of  the  CatskiU  and  Cauterskill, 
there  is  a  level  intei-vale  or  swale  of  land,  lying 
between  the  hiU-side  and  the  Creek,  which,  in 
my  younger  days,  was  rather  sparsely  settled. 
The  old  Dubois  house;  another  as  ancient 
near  it,  the  distinctive  name  of  which  I  forget, 
but  which  was  for  a  time  occupied  by  one 
CHArxcET  Goodrich  ;  the  present  residence 
of  the  HoPKESS  family  ;  a  store-house,  black- 
smith's and  wheelright's  shop ;  a  taveni,  a 
cooperage  and  a  slaughter-house,  with  a  few 
scattering  wooden  tenements,  were  about  all 
the  buildings  which  I  can  clearly  remember. 
The  population  was  principally  made  up  of 
the  families  of  Robert  J.  Caldee,  the  cooper; 
Judge  Beston,  a  retired  physician  ;  Peter  S. 
Dubois,  a  farmer  and  large  land-holder,;  Ezra 


H.  SmEPARD,  tlie  whUtling  wagon  maker; 
Mr.RowE,  (the  father  of  .JoxATnAX  and  Peter) 
who  kept  the  tavern,  and  Jame.s  ^'A^•  Valk- 
ENBURGH,  the  1)lacksmitli,  who  was  commonly 
called  'CoBus  Folleck,  for  bre\ity. 

To  this  place,  forty  oi-  fifty  years  ago,  there 
came  Samuel  and  Natilvxiel  Wii.sox.  The 
fomier  is  famous,  in  the  chronicles  of  the  last 
war  with  England,  as  originathig  the  national 
nick-name  of  "Uncle  Sam,"  which  hap|)ened 
something  after  this  wise :  The  Wilsox  broth- 
ers, who  were  familiarly  known  as  Uncle 
Sam,  Uncle  Nat,  Uncle  Ebex,  ifcc,  had  a  con- 
tract for  supplying  the  American  many  with 
beef,  and,  of  coui-se,  aU  the  barrelswereljrdnded 
U.  S. ,  to  designate  them  as  government  pmp- 
ert}'.  An  inquisitive  fellow  coming  aJung, 
one  day,  asked  the  meaning  of  the  letters, 
which,  to  him,  were  enthely  cabalistic.  The 
man  who  wielded  the  brand,  lieing  something 
of  a  wag,  rephed  that  they  were  the  mitials 
of  the  senior  contractor,  Uncle  S.vm — and  so, 
Brother  Jonathan  was  ever  after  known  as 
Uncle  Sam. 

But  to  return.  The  brothers  Samuel  and 
Nathaniel  came  to  CatskiU  and  settled  on  the 
West  side  of  the  Creek,  both,  I  believe,  occu- 
pjing  one  domicUe,  since  known  as  the  Hax- 
TUN  house.  They  commenced  the  slaughter- 
ing and  packing  business,  and,  one  of  them 
at  least,  carried  on  the  manufacture  of  brick, 
prosecuting  both  trades  on  an  extensive  scale, 
and  emplojing  a  lai'ge  number  of  hancb»,  many 
of  whom  (the  Gleasoxs,  Gibsons,  ic.)  ac- 
companied them  in  their  immigration  to  Cats- 
kUl.  For  some  time  their  operations  in  Intf 
packing  were  confined  to  the  old  slanghtor- 
house  standing  in  the  bend  of  the  Creek,  near 
the  Hop-o'-nose,  but  they  afterw  ards  en-ctiil 
extensive  buildings  and  yards  at  "the  Point," 
and  enlarged  their  busines.s  until  few  f  stah- 
I  lishments  of  the  kind  were  more  widely  and 
'  favorably  known.  Uncle  Sam  did  not  stay  in 
I  CatskiU  many  years,  but  returned  to  Trfiy.  I 
!  believe  he  had  but  two  sons,  Bkx.iamix  M.  and 
Albert.  The  former  I  afterwards  n-newed 
my  ac(iuaintance  with  in  Troy,  while  1  wa."  a 
resident  of  that  city ;  of  Albert  I  liave  no 
distinct  remembrance,  except  tliat  he  was  ontf 
most  cnielly  maltreated  at  school,  by  a  teaclier 
named  Nutting,  who,  in  his  rage,  piilUd  the 
hair  from  the  boy's  heatl,  and  otherAvise  muti- 
lated him,  and  I  well  remcmlx-r  that  there  was 
a  strong  expression  of  indignation  by  tiie 
whole  community  at  this  act  of  brutality 
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[Nutting  was  afterwards,  and  perhaps 
apiiropriatcly,  selected  as  the  principal  of  a 
f  euuvic  sciuiiuiry.  Had  he  lived  iu  these  days, 
and  retained  his  propensity  for  capillary  ex- 
tractlou,  he  mij^ht  have  had  fine  times  among 
the  waterfalls.  J 

The  last  time  I  saw  the  two  brothers,  Sam- 
uel and  Nathaniel  Wilson  together,  was  in 
the  Summer  of  lS4(i,  at  the  house  of  the  elder, 
in  Troy,  where  Nathaniel  was  on  a  visit. 
Time  had  then  been  pecking  at  them  for  about 
four-score  years,  but,  aside  fn mi  a  weakening 
of  the  knees,  which  Uncle  Nat  assured  us 
was  "a  family  complaint,"  the  old  mower  had 
made  but  little  impression  upon  either  of  them. 
They  cracked  their  jokes,  and  enjoyed  their 
reminiscences  of  old  times  with  all  the  zest  of 
boyhood,  and  theii-  hearty  laughter  rang  out 
until  Mount  Ida  sent  its  echoes  to  join  in  the 
hilai'ity. 

Uncle  Nat  remained  in  Catskill,  and  was 
long  known  and  is  still  remembered  as  one  of 
the  most  worthy  citizens  of  the  Village.  Time 
will  not  permit  me,  to-day,  to  render  a  fitting 
tribute  to  one  who  was  so  miiversally  esteemed, 
and  who  so  richly  deserved  the  affection  of 
liis  townsmen.  His  tomb-stone  records  that 
he  died  August  19,  1854,  aged  86  years. 
Doubtless  the  record  is  true,  yet  it  is  ditficult 
for  me  to  realize  that  he  was  so  old,  for  cer- 
tain it  is  that  the  years  which  had  passed  over 
his  head  never  touched  the  kindly  impulses 
of  his  heart. 

Not  a  long  time  before  his  death,  I  saw 
him  at  Catskill,  on  a  Sunday.  He  had  started 
for  church  alone,  but,  when  near  the  Bank 
cornel',  his  limbs  failed  him,  and  he  was 
obliged  to  cling  to  the  railings  for  support.  I 
lent  him  my  shoulder  to  sustain  him,  and  ac- 


companied him  to  the  porch  of  the  Baptist 
Church,  where  we  chatted  until  his  son  Fran- 
cis came  and  assisted  him  to  a  seat  inside  the 
building.  I  never  saw  him  again — before  my 
next  visit  to  the  Village,  he  had  gone  to  take 
his  scat  in  a  "temple  not  made  with  hands." 

Most,  if  not  all,  his  sons  are  still  living. 
The  eldest,  Fkancis  N.,  is  too  well  known 
among  you  to  require  a  lengthy  notice  at  my 
hands.  For  many  years  he  Avas  engaged  in 
business  with  his  father,  and  subsequently  he 
became  connected  with  the  forwarding  house 
of  CooKES,  Donnelly  &  Co.,  and  also  as  one 
of  the  extensive  hardware  firm  first  established 
by  Messrs.  Atwatek,  Cooke  &  Dwigiit.  He 
was,  also,  for  some  time,  President  of  the 
Catskill  Bank,  and  was,  in  various  ways, 
identified  with  the  busmess  and  social  inter- 
ests of  the  Village,  and,  like  his  father,  he 
has  always  enjoyed  the  confidence,  respect 
and  esteem  of  all  who  knew  him, 

William  M.  (or  Mekkill)  was  about  my 
age,  and,  for  some  years  we  were  quite  inti- 
mate. He  removed  to  New  York  a  number 
of  years  ago,  and  was,  I  believe,  associated 
with  an  uncle  in  the  packing  and  inspection 
business,  and  I  learn  that  the  world  has  "went 
well  with  him. "  Surel_y,  none  envy  him  a 
success  which  has  been  the  result  of  industry 
and  integrity. 

CnAELES  is  still  in  business  in  Catskill,  pur- , 
suing  the  same  trade,  and,   "following,  gen- 
erally, in  the  footsteps  of  his  predecessors." 

Heney  remove-l,  long  since,  to  the  Western 
country,  and  I  have  not  heard  from  him  for 
years. 

In  my  next  sketch  I  propose  to  notice  some 
otliers  of  those  who,  forty  or  fifty  years  ago, 
lived  "Across  the  Creek." 
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Among  those  who  accompanied  the  Wilsons 
to  Catskill,  or  Vv'ho  came  at  about  the  same 
time  with  them,  were  Jonas  W.  Gleason  and 
John  Edsall.  These  two  were,  at  different 
times,  if  not  in  regular  alternation,  "boss 
butchers"  at  the  Catskill  slaughter-house. — 
Gleason  was  quite  a  character  in  his  way. 
lie  had  lungs  like  a  smith's  bellows,  and  du- 
ring the  busy  operations  of  the  establish- 
ment his  voicf!  could  be  heard  high  above  the 
bellowing  of  the  doomed  cattle,  or  the  resoimd- 
ing  blows  of  axe  and  cleaver.  Jonas  was  an 
ambitious  man.  I  am  not  sure  that  he  was 
vain,  but  I  don't  think  that  he  ever  distrusted 
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his  own  capacity  to  fill  any  position,  from  a 
bladder  boy  up  to  President  of  the  United 
States.  He  was  a  little  proud,  too,  of  his  ora- 
torical powers,  and  managed  to  give  them  vent 
upon  all  appropriate  (and  sometimes  inappro- 
priate) occasions.  I  must  admit  that  he  some- 
times lacked  a  little  in  eloquence,  but  he  made 
up  in  energy ;  manner  supplied  the  dearth  of 
matter ;  want  of  grammar  was  abundantly 
compensated  by  gesticulation,  and  if,  at  any 
time  he  hesitated  for  proper  phrases,  he  filled 
up  the  hiatus  with  his  favorite  quotation ; 

"As  hi  oh  as  huge  Olympus — come,  young  Octavio, 
come." 


-■^^ 


^-- 


LOCAL  SKETCHES. 


^^ 


OUR  CEMETERY. 


The  fii'st  time  I  ever  heard  Jonas  in  the  role 
of  an  orator,  was  at  a  celebration  of  the  Anni- 
versaiy  of  American  Independence  "across 
the  Creek."  For  want  of  a  cannon,  the  boys 
charged  the  "mouse-hole"  of  an  anvil,  and 
from  the  rising  of  the  Sun  to  the  going  down 
of  the  same,  the  Village  was  jarred  by  the 
echoes  of  this  improvised  artillery.  But, 
above  the  roar  of  the  anvil,  and  the  shouts  of 
the  assembled  auditory,  rose  the  stentorian 
tones  of  Jonas,  in  an  address  in  which  was 
compressed  more  fervid  patriotism,  if  not 
elegant  diction,  than  are  found,  now-a-days, 
in  Congressional  debates.  The  heat  of  the 
day,  or  the  hunger  and  thirst  of  the  crowd, 
obliged  Jonas  to  curtail  Lis  harangue,  with  a 
promise  to  conclude  it,  on  the  following  day, 
at  the  same  place  ;  but,  from  some  unexplain- 
ed cause,  he  failed  to  "come  to  time."  It 
might  have  been  for  lack  of  an  appreciative 
audience,  for  when  I  came  to  the  spot  there 
was  no  one  to  be  seen,  except  two  or  three 
ragged  ragamuffins  seeking  sixpences  and 
segar-stumps  among  the  debris  of  the  pre- 
ceding day's  debauchery. 

But  his  favorite  OGcasioii\fa,s  at  the  "blow 
outs"  or  annual  festivals  at  the  closing  up  of 
the  packing  season.  These  festivals  were 
sometimes  held  at  the  tavern  of  Jacob  M. 
Hallenbeck,  at  "the  Point,"  but,  usually, 
3  the  dinner  was  spread  on  '  'the  bed"  or  '  'knock- 
'  ing-down  and  dragging-off "  platform  at  the 
slaughter-house.  It  is  true  that,  at  these  times, 
the  place  was  thoroughly  washed  and  white- 
washed, but,  to  me,  there  was  always  a  nasal 
reminder  of  the  recent  "base  uses"  of  this 
banquet  hall,  not  especially  provocative  of 
keen  appetite. 

The  dinner,  two  of  the  leading  dishes  of 
which  were  roast  dog  and  blood  pudding,  (the 
balance,  however,  being  of  the  choicest  escu- 
lents and  beverages,)  was  generally  preceded 
by  a  procession  of  the  men  in  their  work-day 
habiliments  and  implements,  headed  by  Jonas 
a  chcval,  wearing  a  huge  pair  of  bullock's 
livers  as  epaulettes,  flanked  by  Ben  Brookway 
and  a  broad-axe.  I  will  not  attempt  to  de- 
scribe these  processions  or  entertainments,  as 
most  of  your  grown-up  readers  have,  doubt- 
less, witnessed  one  or  more  of  them,  and,  in- 
deed, I  only  now  advert  to  them  as  occasions 
improved  by  Jonas  for  the  exercise  of  his 
oratorical  powers. 

Jonas  also  took  advantage  of  his  position 
as  Foreman  of  the  Hook  and  Ladder  Company, 
to  address  the  members,  eveiy  month,  from 
the  topmost  round  of  a  ladder. 

He  also  delighted  in  acting  as  an  auctioneer, 
a  vocation  to  which  he  was,  by  the  "gift  of 
gab,"  peculiarly  adapted.  I  once  had  a  little 
business  with  him  in  that  line,  and  truth  com- 


pels me  to  say  that  he  had  a  much  happier 
knack  in  selling  things  than  he  had  in  render- 
ing an  account  of  sales. 

For  some  years  he  kept  a  butcher's  stall, 
and  the  tirm  of  J.  W.  Gleason  6c  Son  (his 
son  George  being  the  partner)  transacted  a 
large  business,  anil  was  supposed  to  be  mod- 
erately wealthy.  I  do  not  know  the  causL-, 
but,  after  a  while,  adversity  came  on,  and 
they  failed.  Afterwards,  Jonas  took  the 
tavern  near  the  Hans  Vasseu  Kill,  and  for  a 
time  was  again  prosperous,  having  a  good  run 
of  Village  customers,  attracted  thither  by  ex- 
cellent Yankee  Flip,  which  he  was  famous  for 
concocting,  and  the  flavor  of  which  is  nut 
even  yet  entirely  gone  from  memory.  Subse- 
quently Gleason  was  appointed  Village,  or 
police,  constable,  and  was,  I  believe,  active 
and  faithful  in  the  discharge  of  the  duties  of 
the  otRce.  His  last  vocation  was  that  of  car- 
man, and  he  followed  it  until  his  working 
days  were  over.  Although  he  lived  to  a  gocxi 
old  age,  yet  he  fell  quite  short  of  his  calcula- 
tions of  longevity,  for  I  have  often  heaixl  him 
say  that,  as  his  father  had  lived  to  an  almost 
antediluvian  age,  and  that  his  niother  was 
then  extant,  and  above  ninety  years  old,  he 
held  himself  good  for  about  a  century,  "mi- 
less,"  ashesaid,  "a  house  should  fall  on  him,"  _, 
His  death  was  not  caused  by  any  such  ix)n-  ^. 
derous  agency  as  a  falling  house,  but  by  an  ^O 
apparently  trivial  pustule  on  the  lip,  which  \^ 
resulted  in  a  cancer,  and  slowly,  but  surely, 
ate  away  his  life. 

There  are  many  anecdotes  connected  with 
the  history  of  Jonas  W.  Gleas(jn,  which  I 
would  be  glad  to  repeat,  did  time  penult,  or 
were  I  not  quite  certain  that  they  w  ill  readily 
suggest  themselves  to  the  minds  of  your  read- 
ers. Take  him,  all  in  all,  he  was  a  good 
citizen,  and  though  he  was  a  thorough  butcher, 
and  seemed  to  "be  in  his  element  in  all  the 
branches  of  knocking-down,  skinning  and 
cutting  up,  yet  he  had  a  kind  heart,  and  I  do 
not  remember  any  one  to  whom  the  poor,  the 
unfortunate  and  the  wretched  could  apply,  in 
their  utmost  need,  with  better  hopes  of  reUef, 
than  to  this  man,  whose  trade  was  blood. 

His  eldest  son,  George,  died  long  before 
his  father.  Charles,  the  second  son,  8ur\-ived 
his  brother  some  }  ears,  and  will  bi-  remem- 
bered as  the  subject  of  an  acciilenl  iu  1«34. 
There  had  been  a  wann  and  spirited  election 
for  Tnistecs  that  year,  (the  lirst  time  when 
party  politics  were  mixeil  with  ourViUaR- 
affairs)  and  the  Whigs  were  sucees.«.ful.  Ti) 
celebrate  their  triumph,  the  big  gun  Wiis 
brou'dit  out,  and  Ciiauley,  with  olliers,  uii- 
dert(K)k  to  Are  a  salute.  At  tlie  thinl  or  fourth 
firing  a  premature  discharge  took  place,  teiir 
ing  The   arm   of  young   G1.EA6ON 
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shoulder,  and  otherwise  cruelly  mutilatinghhn. 
I  hope  that  I  am  uot  liard-lieaited,  uor  vin- 
dictive, yet  I  fear  that  1  was  not  so  deeply 
grieved  at  the  time  as  I  ought  to  have  been, 
nor  as  I  probably  should  have  been  had  I  not 
been  one  of  the  candidates  over  whose  defeat 
the  rejoicings  were  had.  Yet  I  think  I  am 
sorry,  now,  that  1  was  uot  more  sorry  then. 
Charles  recovered  from  the  accident,  but  is 
since  dead. 

There  were  two  other  brothers,  Nelson  and 
Jonas,  but  I  do  not  know  what  became  of 
them. 

The  space  in  your  paper  to  which  I  have 
usually  limited  these  sketches,  will  only  per- 
mit me  to  advert,  very  briefly,  to  John  Edsall. 

He  was  born  in  New  Jersey,  and,  at  an 
early  age,  apprenticed  to  one  Fiunk,  a  well- 
known  butcher  of  New  York.  Before  the 
expiration  of  his  indentures,  he  was  induced, 
with  other  boys,  to  join  the  "Miranda  Expe- 
dition," a  scheme  similar  to,  if  not  identical 
with  that  of  Aakon  Buke,  in  the  early  part  of 
of  the  present  century — a  sort  of  raid  into 
Mexican  and  South  American  tenltoiy.  His- 
tory tells  of  the  failure  of  that  crazy  enter- 
prise, and  poor  Edsall  and  his  companions 
were  caught  and  incarcerated  in  a  loathsome 
dungeon  at  Carthagena,  New  Grenada.  There 
they  laid  and  suffered  honibly  for  months, 
if  not  for  years  ;  but,  at  last,  a  part  of  them 
succeeded  in  effecting  their  escape,  by  digging 
a  subterraneous  passage,  below  the  founda- 
ti(jns  of  the  prison.  After  enduring  terrible 
hardships  and  privations,  Edsall  shipped  on 
board  a  foreign  vessel  as  a  sailor.  He  was, 
afterwards,  shipwrecked  in  the  Cattegat,  a 
sort  of  estuai-y  of  the  German  Ocean.     Him- 


self and  only  a  single  shipmate  clung  to  a 
slight  raft  for  a  long  time,  and  until  they  wei'e 
rescued,  nearly  frozen  and  exhausted — the  sole 
sm'vivors  of  the  whole  ship's  company. 

He  again  entered  the  merchant  service,  in 
wliich  he  continued  until  the  breaking  out  of 
the  War  of  1812,  when  he  was  impressed  into 
the  Biitish  semce,  and  was,  more  than  once, 
an  unwilling  participant  in  naval  engagements 
with  American  vessels.  I  do  not  recollect 
exactly  how  he  got  clear  from  English  servi- 
tude, but  think  he  "took  French  leave"  while 
his  vessel  was  in  port,  patching  up  the  dam- 
ages which  she  had  received  from  a  Yankee 
privateer.  Edsall  afterwards  entered  the 
American  navy,  imder  the  assumed  name  of 
John  Brown,  (fearing  that,  should  the  fortunes 
of  Avar  again  throw  him  into  British  hands, 
he  might  meet  the  fate  of  a  deserter,)  and  he 
held  the  post  of  Master-at-arms  on  board  Com. 
MoDonough's  flag-ship,  at  the  battle  of  Lake 
Champlain.  '| 

At  the  close  of  the  war,  he  resumed  his 
trade  of  butcher,  and  was,  for  a  long  time,  in 
the  employment  of  Samuel  and  Nathaniel 
Wilson,  with  whom,  I  believe,  he  came  to 
Catskill,  where  his  eventful  life  came  to  a 
peaceful  close.  I  have  listened,  for  hours, 
to  his  stories  of  hardships,  wrecks  and  im- 
prisonments, and  regret  that  I  have  not  the  A. 
leisure  to  rehearse  them  to  your  readers.  But  < 
I  cannot  now  do  so,  (though  I  may,  perhaps, 
hereafter  revert  to  this  subject,)  and  must 
close  this  very  desultory  sketch  by  stating  that 
he  always  enjoyed  the  esteem  and  confidence 
of  all  who  knew  him,  and  that  he  will  long 
be  remembered  in  Catskill  as  one  of  the  noblest 
of  the  Creator's  works — an  honest  man. 
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1  meant  to  have  confined  myself,  in  this  and 
one  or  more  succeeding  numbers,  to  brief 
sketches  of  some  more  of  the  old  residents  of 
West  CatskiU,  or  "across  the  Creek. "  But 
other  names  suggest  themselves,  this  evening, 
of  those  who  were,  especially,  mixed  up  with 
the  interests  and  welfare  of  the  Village,  and 
fearing  that  if  I  neglect  them  now,  they  may 
not  soon  recur  to  my  memory,  I  propose  to 
devote  this  paper  to  that  class. 

Among  those  who  were  thus  identified  with 
the  interests  and  prosperity  of  Catskill,  and 
ever  leading  in  every  good  work,  and  who 


have  passed  away,  were  Williams  Seaman, 
Henry  Ashley,  James  Cole,  Isaac  Van  Loan, 
Peter  Breasted,  with  others,  of  whom  I 
hope  to  be  permitted  to  speak  hereafter. 

Williams  Seaman  was,  I  believe,  a  native 
of  Long  Island,  and,  if  I  am  not  mistaken, 
was  of  Quaker  (Hicksite)  parentage,  or,  at 
least,  descent.  He  must  have  come  to  Cats- 
kill  more  than  fifty  years  ago,  for  I  cannot 
remember  the  time  when  he  was  not  one  of 
its  prominent  citizens.  I  first  recollect  him 
as  residing,  and  caiTying  on  the  business  of 
saddle,  trunk  and  harness  making,  in  the  build- 
ing now  occupied  by  Tuzae  Bulkley,  in  Main, 
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opposite  Church  StTeet,  and  I  recollect,  too, 
that  not  having  a  strict  regard  for  the  tenth 
commandment,  I  often  coveted  the  rocking- 
horse  which  was  suspended  as  a  business  sign 
above  his  door. 

[And  here,  allow  me  to  "switch  ofp,"  for  a 
moment,  to  recall  to  the  memories  of  your 
elder  readers,  another  pei-son  who  was  of  the 
same  trade,  and  who  lived  somewhere  near, 
if  not  on  the  same  spot,  on  which  "the  Starr 
House"  now  stands,  just  above  Spring  Alley. 
His  name  was  John  P.  Bolen,  but  either  old 
Aech  TnoRP  or  'Lige  Wells  dubbed  him 
John  Bo  Peelen,  and  I  think  he  was  best 
known  by  the  latter   cogiiornination.     He 


a  Member  of  Assembly,  when  that  position 
was  considered  highly  honorable,  and  before 
theCapitol  desks  were  converted  into  the  tables 
of  money  changers,  or  the  raeinlxTS  got  into 
the  present  practice  of  plucking  pigeons,  if 
not  of  selling  doves  in  the  legislative  temple. 
Mr.  Seaman's  colleague  was  Addison  Pouter. 
and  the  representation  of  Greene  County,  that 
year,  was  one  of  which  any  constituency  might 
well  be  proud.  Mr.  Porter's  health"  failed, 
keeping  him  from  his  seat  almost  the  entire 
session,  and,  so,  Mr.  Seaman  was  left  alone 
to  do  double  duty.  And  nobly  did  he  advo- 
cate and  maintam,  not  only  the  interests  of 
his  immediate  section,  but  the  honor  and  diL'- 


w^as  a  fidgetty,  excitable  man,  and  I  suspect  '  ^'^y  ^^  ^he  State.     Neither  time  nor  new^^pa- 

pcr  space  will  pemiit  me  to  recite  the  various 
measm'es  to  which  he  contributed  hissupjxjrt, 
and,  perhaps,  it  is  sullicieut  here  to  say  that  a 
review  of  his  argiunents  and  votes  on  all  the 
questions  and  enactments  of  that  session, 
will  present  a  record  to  which  his  descendants, 
as  well  as  the  County  of  Greene,  can  point 
with  a  just  pride. 

LLr.  Seaman  will  long  be  remembered  (in 
connection  with  Henry  Ashley  and  others) 
as  one  of  the  leading  men  in  (if  not  one  of  the 
originators)  the  Catskill  Mechanics'  Benevo- 


it  was  owing  to  this  nervous  temperament  that 
he  left  town  very  suddenly  after  being  burnt 
out  one  Summer  Sunday  afternoon.  He  had 
five  or  six  children,  of  whom  I  recollect 
Henry,  Daniel,  James,  Caroline  and  Sally 
Ann.  Henry  was  a  printer,  aud  learned  his 
trade  withMAOKATCROswELL,  in  ihe  Recorder 
office  ;  Daniel  was  a  book-binder,  with  Dea- 
conELLioTT,  I  think ;  and  James  \vas  a  tailor — 
possibly  a  spontaneous  one,  for  I  don't  recol- 
lect with  whom  he  served  his  apprenticeship. 
As  the  family  left  town  many  years  ago,  I  tlo 


not  remember  any  striking  incidents  in  the  !  lent  Society,  as  the  friend  aud  i)atron  of  all 


Uves  of  either  of  them — except  that  I  once  saw 
Hen.  Bolen  filling  Fomlh-of-July  cartridges 
from  an  open  powder-keg,  in  the  hall  of  the 
Comt  House,  with  a  lighted  cigar  in  his  mouth ! 
and  that  I  incontinently  vacated  the  premises, 
under  a  strong  impression  that  a  conjunction 
of  the  two  articles  might  produce  an  "upward 
tendency"  of  matters  and  things  in  that  neigh- 
borhood, and  I  preferred  some  other  mode  of 
achieving  the  character  of  a  rising  young 
man.  Caroline  mamed  a  five-fingered  tailor, 
named  Sampson  Hetherington,  and  Sally 
Ann  mai'ried  probably  somebody  else — I  don't 
know  who.  They  all  went  to  New  York  a 
good  while  ago,  and  I  have  lost  track  of  them. 
So  much  for  my  digTession  BoLEN-wards.  ] 

Williams  Seaman,  at  about  the  time  Moses 
I.  Cantine  was  appointed  State  Printer,  and 
left  Catskill,  removed  to  (and  purchased,  I 
believe)  the  property  vacated  by  Mr.  C,  where 
he  resided  until  his  death.  As  I  have  stated 
above,  Mr.  Seaman  was  foremost  and  busiest 
in  every  plan  to  advance  the  interests  aud  en- 
sm-e  the  prosperity  of  the  Village.  He  was, 
for  some  time,  a  Trustee  of  the  Colouration, 
and  more  than  once  a  SupeiTisor  of  the  town, 
and  it  is  not  invidious  to  say  that  there  never 
was  a  better  one — his  sound  sense  and  practi- 
cal business  knowledge  enablmg  him  to  with- 
stand aud  foil  the  efforts  which  the  other 
towns  did  then,  and,  I  suppose,  have  ever 
since  exerted  to  fasten  the  lion's  share  of  tax- 


ation upon  Catskill.     He  was,  once  at  least,  I  known  of  more  than  one  instance,  when  tlw 


worthy  young  mechanics,  and  as  one  of  the 
founders  of  the  Apprentices'  Library — an  in-  ( 
stitution  now,  I  believe,  extinct.  I  remember 
many  young  men  who  served  their  appren- 
ticeships with  ]Mr.  Seaman,  but  I  do  not  re- 
member one  who  did  not,  faithfully,  sen-e  his 
full  term,  and  enter  his  majority  with  a  good 
reputation  and  a  fair  promise  of  becoming  a 
worthy  member  of  society.  I  remember  one, 
however,  whose  bright  hopes  and  fair  pros- 
pects were  Ijlasted,  even  while  he  was  cross- 
ing the  threshold  of  manhood.  Poor  Aura- 
ham  OsTERHouT  had  just  an'ived  at  age,  and 
was  indulging  in  high  hopes  of  the  future, 
when  he  was  called  away.  One  of  the  earli- 
est of  my  sad  remembrances,  as  it  is  one  of 
the  most  lasting,  is  the  event  of  his  death  :  It 
was  on  a  Christmas  Eve,  while  I  was  Ix'ing 
led  to  church,  by  my  mother,  that  it  wa.-^  told 
that  he  was  drowned.  I  think  he  had  been 
skating  on  the  Creek,  and  was  taking  off  his 
skates,  when  the  ice  gave  way,  ami  he  was 
lost — the  indentures  which  had  bound  him  to 
earth  and  earthly  toil  were  cancelled  forever. 
Such  casualties  were  uifrequent  in  Catskill 
then,  and  I  well  remember  that  tliis  one  cast 
a  deep  shadow  over  the  holiday  festivities. 

J>Ir.  Seaman  was  an  active  and  ardent  poli- 
tician, and  to  him  as  much  as  any  other  one 
person,  Greene  County  is  indt  btcd  for  the 
prominent  position  which  it  has  long  held  in 
the  Democratic  party  of  the  State.     I  have 
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success  of  the  ticket  seemed  jeopardized  by- 
local  dissensions,  and  wbeu  a  journey  llirough 
the  mountain  towns  by  Mr.  Seaman,  on  his 
famous  horse  Jack^  was  potent  to  harmonize 
all  dillicuUies,  and  to  restore  faith  and  confi- 
dence to  the  doubting  and  the  despondent. 

But  not  alone  are  the  public  senices  of 
Williams  Seaman  to  be  approved  and  imitated. 
In  all  the  walks  of  private  life,  he  held  the 
coutidcnce  and  esteem  of  those  who  knew  hinu 
He  was  a  kind  and  considerate  master,  ever 
solicitous  for  the  welfare  and  good  name  of 
his  apprentices.  He  was  a  just,  impartial, 
but  indulgent  father,  a  friend  to  the  worthy 
unfortunate,  and  a  comforter  and  consoler  of 
the  sick  and  afflicted.  His  presence  and  care 
diffused  cheerfulness  even  in  the  death  cham- 
ber, and  when  all  of  earthly  care  and  kind- 
ness was  unavailing,  he  was  stiU  found  assist- 
ing at  the  last  sad  obsequies  of  the  departed, 
and  assuaging  the  gTiefs  of  survivingmourners. 

I  have  given  more  time  to  the  subject  of 
this  sketch,  than  I  have  usually  devoted  to  the 
old  inhabitants  of  Catskill,  but  I  could  not 
help  it,  and  I  only  regret  that  time  will  not 
permit  me  to  pay  a  fuller  tribute  to  the  mem- 
ory of  one  so  universally  esteemed,  and  to  one 
to  whom  I  am,  individually,  indebted  for 
much  good  counsel,  and  many  kind  favors. 

Williams,  Junior,  the  son  and  eldest  child, 
r  was  my  special  crony  and  companion.  To- 
gether, we  have  fished  in  all  waters,  from 
Diepek's  Hook  to  the  Ram's-hom,  and  hunted 
all  over  the  Long  Swamp,  along  the  banks  of 
the  Cauterskill,  and  through  Van  Vechten's 
woods,  before  vandal  hands  felled  the  forests, 
to  make  room  for  that  unsubstantial  bubble, 
the  Canajoharie  and  CatskiU  Raih'oad. 

Young  Williams  was  imbued,  too,  with  a 
considerable  degree  of  martial  spirit,  and  I 
remember  well  with  what  pride  I  carried  the 
colors  of  an  adolescent  company  of  which  he 
was  Captain,  and  John  B.  Cozzens  1st  Lieu- 
tenant. 

I  also  recollect  an  occurrence  which  signally 
evidenced  the  strategy  of  Captain  "Bill." 
Our  Company  had,  upon  some  public  day, 
marched  to  Madison  (now  Leeds),  wdiere  the 
Artillery,  the  Rifles  and  the  Light  Infantry 
were  parading.  We  were  generously  enter- 
tained by  the  Madisonians  (especially  by  Bill 
Soudneman),  and,  after  filling  our  uniforms 
with  cakes,  spruce  beer,  and,  mayhap,  some- 
thing a  little  stronger,  we  started  homewards 
in  advance  of  the  older  Companies ;  and,  just 
here,  the  military  tact  of  Captain  Seaman 
manifested  itself.  Leading  us,  silently,  from 
the  turnpike,  he  directed  us  to  conceal  our- 
selves behind  an  elevated  knoll  nearly  oppo- 
site the  place  since  known  as  "the  upper 
Jackson's."    Loading  a  small  swivel,  loaned 


us  by  Deacon  Jim  Olmstead,  we  awaited  the 
coming  of  the  Light  Lifanlry,  under  the  com- 
mand of ,  I  couldn't  tell  his  name  if  I 

re(;ollected  it.  Pretty  soon,  like  John  Brown's 
soul,  they  came  "marching  on."  It  was  a 
Avarm  day,  and  all  was  silent,  save  the  meas- 
ured tap  of  the  drum,  to  which  they  kept  in- 
uift'erent  step,  when,  just  as  the  center  of  the 
colunm  came  opposite  our  hiding-place,  the 
match  was  applied  to  our  gun,  and  the  Avoods 
and  rocks  rang  with  the  reverberation.  Such 
another  stampede  was,  probably,  never  wit- 
nessed between  the  days  of  Chevy  Chase  and 
Bull  Run.  Faint  orders  to  halt,  and  form, 
and  dress,  were  unheeded.  As  they  scattered 
in  all  directions,  there  was  not  a  perceptible 
halt  in  any  man  among  them,  and  it  is  doubt- 
ful if  they  would  have  stopped  to  dresft^  had 
they  been  nude  as  new-born  babes.  It  was 
said  (I  do  not  vouch  for  the  truth  of  the  story) 
that  the  Captain  didn't  get  home  until  the  fol- 
lowing morning.  After  that,  we  were  all 
heroes,  of  course. 

Young  Williams  Seaman  went  to  Buffalo 
a  long  while  ago,  and  I  do  not  know  whether 
he  is  still  living  or  not.  I  have  not  heard 
from  him  in  many  years. 

Ellen  was  next  oldest,  and,  I  believe,  an 
only  daughter.  As  she  is  stiU  living,  and  held 
in  deserved  esteem  among  you,  any  lengthy 
notice,  by  me,  would  be  ill-timed  now.  « 

The  other  boys  were  Viotoe,  Charles,  jl 
Henry,  Edwaed,  John  and  Robert.  "Vic." 
learned  the  printer's  trade,  in  the  office  of  the 
Recorder,  with  Caleb  Cboswell  or  N.  G. 
Elliott,  (or  both,)  but  afterwards  took  to  a 
sea-faring  life,  I  have  not  seen  him  for 
many  years,  and  the  last  time  I  heard  from 
him,  he  commanded  the  vessel  in  which  our 
old  townsman,  Heney  Meiggs,  and  family, 
made  their  hegira  from  San  Francisco. 

Charles  died  in  the  year  1844.  He  was  an 
estimable  young  man,  and  his  death  is  still 
remembered  with  soiTOw  by  those  who  were 
his  companions. 

Henry,  John,  Robert  and  Edwaed,  all,  I 
believe,  reside  in  New  York.  They  were  all 
younger  than  I,  and  as  I  have  been  an  absentee 
from  Catskill  for  twenty  years,  I  cannot,  of 
course,  give  their  histories.  It  is,  perhaps, 
enough  to  say  here  that  they  have  all  been 
deseiTedly  successful  in  life's  affairs,  and  that 
each  is  a  living  exemplification  of  Solomon's 
aphorism  :  "Train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he 
should  go,  and,  when  he  is  old,  he  wiU  not 
depart  from  it." 

But  the  hour  is  late,  and  so,  Avith  my  sin- 
cercst  wishes  for  the  health  and  happiness  of 
each  and  all  the  survivors  of  those  of  whom 
I  have  now  and  heretofore  made  brief  men- . 
tion,  I  say  Good  Night !  j 
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Those  wlio  have  taken  up  the  Recorder 
with  the  expectation  of  finding,  in  these 
sketches,  any  coherent  record  of  okl  times  in 
Catskill,  or  connected  history  of  its  ancient 
inhabitants,  have,  of  comse,  been  disappoint- 
ed. Snatchuig,  liere  and  there,  an  occasional 
hour  of  leisure,  (usually  at  night)  I  have  had 
no  time  to  study  mj^  subjects  or  revise  my 
lucubrations,  and  they  are,  consequently, 
thi^ist  upon  yoiu:  readers  in  all  then-  cnide  and 
undigested,  if  not  indir/estible  imperfections. 
I  sometimes  wonder  how  they  have  been  en- 
dured, to  say  nothing  of  the  actual  favor 
with  which  they  have  been  received  by  some 
of  my  old  friends  and  townsfolk. 

Looking  over  the  last  number,  I  am  tempted 
to  say  a  word  or  two  of  the  early  militaiy 
companies  of  Catskill,  though  (as  I  keep  no 
copy  of  these  articles)  the  sketch  may  be 
somewhat  iterative,  and  the  reminiscence  be 
"like  a  thrice-told  tale,  vexing  the  dull  ear  of 
a  di'owsy  man." 

First  among  the  warlike  organizations,  was 
the  ArtiUerj%  This  company,  if  not  founded 
h  by  Jaked  Stocking,  was  commanded  by  him 
»  at  my  earliest  remembrance.  Its  depot,  or 
gun-house  stood  adjacent  to  his  dwelling,  and 
not  far  from  my  early  residence.  I  do  not 
distinctly  recollect  the  style  of  uniform  worn 
at  that  time,  except  that  the  hats,  or  caps, 
were  of  the  chopping-knife  shape,  and  I  used 
to  imagine  that  they  were  a  part  of  the  offen- 
sive armor,  the  wearer  ruuniug,  head  foremost, 
at  his  enemy  and  splitting  him. 

Of  the  rank  and  tile,  I  can  now  only  recall 
to  mind  Jeery  Dobbs,  a  blacksmith,  and  that 
he  was  once  forcibly  ejected  fi'om  his  house 
by  one  Gates,  for  non-payment  of  rent,  and 
that  there  was  a  prodigious  hubbub  raised 
about  it  in  CatskiU,  Dobbs  challenging  Gates 
to  mortal  combat  witli  broad-swords.  An- 
other— Joe  Simpson — also  a  blacksmith.  He 
enlisted  in  the  regular  army  near  the  close  of 
the  War  of  1812,  and  the  last  I  saw  of  him 
he  was  bestowing  a  hearty  fai-ewell  kiss  on 
Betty  Dougherty.  He  never  returned,  and 
that  was  probably  lucky  for  Wm.  Wtnkoop, 
who  shot  Joe's  brother  for  stealing  pork. 

After  the  war,  the  Company  languished, 
and  at  last  "gin  out."  It  was  revived  by 
Apollos  Cooke,  a  few  years  later,  and,  tlirough 
Ms  exertions,  soon  became  a  rather  lai-ge 
crowd  of  good  looking  ' 'sojers. "  A  fencing- 
master,  named  Cheesebro,  was  engaged  to 
'  teach  his  art— a  militaiy  spirit  Avas  infused 
into  the  people— even  youngsters  essayed  to 


be  swordsmen,  and  every  board-fence  and 
dead-wall  was  maiked  by  diagrams  of  "Cut 
one,  two,  tluee,  four,  five  and  six — in  the 
rear." 

I  believe  I  have  not,  in  any  of  my  former 
articles,  spoken  more  than  casually  of  Ainh-Loh 
CooKE,  and  it  is  not  tilting  tliat  I  sliould  pass 
without  due  and  respectful  notice  one  so  prom- 
inent in  the  history  of  Catskill — one  who  was 
so  well  and  favorably  known  among  its  citi- 
zens— and  one  whose  Siwl  and  sudden  death 
was  so  deeply  deplored. 

My  earliest  recollections  of  him  arc  as  one 
of  the  fiiTO  of  T.  B.  «&  A.  Cooke,  doing  busi- 
ness in  the  buildmg  on  Jtlain  street,  just  North 
of  Liberty  street,  and  my  first  remembrance 
of  that  store  is  of  seeing  it  brilliantly  illumi- 
nated, with  movaljle  lights,  at  the  celt.'bration 
of  the  treaty  of  peace  with  Great  Britain, 
about  Febniaiy,  1815.  This  business  was 
multifarious — in  diy  goods,  groceries,  hanl- 
ware,  drugs,  andeveiy  other  commoility  which 
contributes  to  make  up  the  promiscuous  as- 
sortment of  a  comitry  store.  They  Lad,  be- 
sides, store-houses  on  the  Creek,  bought  coun- 
tiy  produce,  and  were  also  laigely  engaged  in  { 
the  forwarding  trade.  Many  yeai-s  ago,  they 
dissolved  theh  mercantile  copartnership,  and 
built  the  brick  block  just  above  tlie  Tanners' 
Bank,  Apoli.os  occupying  the  Northern  half 
of  the  building,  as  a  general  store,  and  Tiiom^va 
B.  going  in  the  hardware  business,  exclusively, 
in  association  with  Joshua  Atwatek  Sr.  and 
Benjamin  W.  Dvvight. 

I  never  knew  a  more  whole-souled,  kind- 
hearted  or  honorable  man  than  Apollos Cookk, 
and,  even  at  this  hour,  I  seem  to  hear  again 
the  jocund  tones  of  his  hearty  laugh,  which 
was  often  accompanied  by  a  vigorous  slap  on 
the  shoulder,  or  a  "dig  in  the  ribs,"  and  wlilch 
was,  sometimes,  a  little  uncomfortable. 

Mr.  CooicE  was  a  warm  I'.olitician  of  tlic 
Democratic  stripe.  He  wivs,  with  Dorr^vxck 
Kiktland,  a  delegate  to  the  State  Convention 
of  1828,  which  noniinated  ^Iautin  Van  Bihkn 
for  Governor,  and  endorsed  ^Vsdkkw  Jackson 
for  President.  His  name  w;is  appended  to 
an  adilress  to  the  Electors,  which  in  my  opin- 
ion is  so  applicable  to  National  affairs,  as  they 
have  existed  for  a  few  years  past,  thai  I  can- 
not forbear  to  quote  from  it  brii'lly.  Speak- 
ing of  the  formation  of  the  C<inslitution,  and 
its°guai-antie8  to  the  States,  th(!  mUhess  says : 

The  States  were  left,  as  diPtinct  Boveni^Ues, 
not  merely  for  the  puri)osc  of  Bccuriui:  a  la-ttcr 
administriition  of  our  doincgtic  concern:',  hut  wf. 
au  additional  precaution  ngninet  the  growth  ol  hu 
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absolute  government.  These  Federal  sentinels 
were  stiitioned  as  so  many  intermediate  guards 
to  observe  the  march  of  lisuriiation,  and  to  give 
timely  notice  of  alarm.  Should  they  ever  be  cor- 
rupted or  betrayed,  our  Federal  Constitution  will 
be  swept  into  the  attractive  vortex  of  national 
consolidation ;  the  true  friends  of  the  Union  may 
then  abandon  all  hopes  of  perpetuating  a  popular 
government,  for  it  will  rapidly  degenerate  and  be 
lost  amidst  the  splendors  of  an  absolute  monarchy. 


Again,  speaking  of  the  faithlessness  of  the 
public  functionaries  of  that  day,  it  reads  thus : 

Whilst  the  public  interest  has  suffered  at  a  thou- 
sand points  through  the  culpable  remissness  of  om- 
public  agents,— those  agents,  from  the  highest  to 
the  lowest  in  the  executive  branch,  have  found 
time  to  travf'rse  the  whole  country,  and  vitiate 
the  public  taste  .ind  outrage  the  public  feeling  by 
table  harangues  and  partizan  discourses  in  suiJ- 
])ort  of  their  own  personal  interests.  Every  ap- 
pointment, if  not  every  act  of  the  government, 
has  had  its  bearing  upon  the  next  election  stamped 
upon  it  in  letters  so  plain  as  to  be  obvious  to  the 
dullest  capacity.  To  this  end  also,  has  the  patron- 
age of  the  government,  and  particularly  that  por- 
tion of  it  which  is  connected  with  our  foreign  re- 
lations, been  prostituted  to  an  extent  that  defies 
exaggeration. 

And,  once  more,  in  treating  of  the  Supreme 
Court,  it  says : 

Little  did  our  ancestors  suppose,  when,  with  a 
wise  precaution,  they  placed  this  august  tribunal 
V    far  above  the  reach  of  executive  influence,  and  in- 
6^  vested  it,  not  merely  with  the  power  of  adminis- 
q'  tering  justice  among  men,  but  of  deciding  on  the 
'    constitutions  of  states  and  adjusting  conflicts  be- 
tween sovereignty  and  sovereignty— little  did  they 
imagine,  that  the  the  time  could  ever  arrive,  when 
our  judges  would  be  engaged  in  our  political  con- 
flicts, with  all  the  unregulated  zeal  of  partisans— 
when  the  supreme  court  of  this  union  of  sover- 
eignties would  become  the  pliant  and  supple  in- 
strument of  an  unpopular  and  suspected  adminis- 
tration. 

And  so,  in  this  democratic  strain  the  address 
of  1828  warned  the  people  against  executive, 
legislative  and  judicial  corruption,  in  language 
-which  might  appropriately  have  been  written 
thirty-five  years  later. 

This  is  the  first  time  I  have  introduced  any 
political  matter  into  these  sketches,  and  I  shall 
not  do  so  hereafter,  but,  as  the  name  of  Apol- 
Los  Cooke  is  signed  to  this  address,  I  could 
not  refrain  fi-om  adding  this  evidence  of  his 
sound  political  faith  to  the  record  of  his  per- 
sonal worth  and  private  virtues. 

Mr.  Cooke  died,  I  think,  in  1832.  The 
cholera  had,  that  year,  made  its  first  appear- 
ance in  this  country,  and  with  a  commendable 
solicitude  for  the  health  of  his  family,  he  had 
removed  them  to  the  region  of  pm-er  air, 
among  the  mountains,  and  away,  as  he  hoped' 
from  the  track  of  the  pestilence.  One  morn- 
ing, as  he  was  about  to  mount  his  favorite 
young  horse,  for  a  ride,  he  was  seen  to  fall, 
and  was  dead  before  those  who  hastened  to 
his  assistance  reached  the  spot. 


His  grave  is  in  "Our  Cemetery,"  and  the 
inscription  on  the  head-stone  tells  us  that  he 
died  in  the   prime  of  manhood,  and  in  the 
midst  of  his  usefulness.     Even  now  his  loss 
is  mourned,  not  only  by  affectionate  relatives, 
but  by  more  friends  than  it  is  common  for  a 
single  individual  to  number. 
But  \\'hat  of  the  Artillery  ? 
A  fit  successor  to  Apollos  Cooke  was  Sam- 
uel A.  Bakek.     Capt.  Bakek,  when  I  first 
knew  him,  kept  a  grocery  and  provision  store 
on  the  North-east  corner  of  Main  and  Thomp- 
son streets.     He  married  a  daughter  of  Solo- 
mon Chandlee,  of  whom  I  have  heretofore 
written.     Afterwards  he  went  into  the  lumber 
trade,  and  for  some  yeai-s  sailed  a  sloop  be- 
tween  Catskill,  New  York,  and   sometimes 
Eastern  ports,  and  succeeded  iu  accumulating 
a  snug  property,  but,  subsequently,  an  unfor- 
tunate connection  in  business  resulted  iu  his, 
ahnost,  utter  financial  ruin.     I  loiew  him  in 
prosperity  and  adversit}',  and  never  discovered 
any  change  iu  his  happy  disposition  and  de- 
portment.     Open-hearted  and   open-handed 
when  fortune  smiled,  he  met  reverses  witli 
cheerful  resignation,  and  engaged  in  the  most 
humble,  if  honest,  occupations  with  the  same 
indomitable  will  with  which  he  pursued  higher 
and  more  dignified  aims.     In  truth,  I  have 
never   known  a  man  who  seemed  to  enjoy 
more  fully  the  fruition  of  that  prayer  which 
asks  for  "patience  under  any  afflictions  which  ^ 
Heaven  may  see  fit  to  lay  on  us,  and  minds 
always  contented  with  our  present  condition. " 
But  his  death  occurred  so  recently  that  it  is 
unnecessary  to  speak  at  much  length  of  one 
whose  memory  cannot  have  faded  from  the 
hearts  of  most  of  yom-  readers. 

Rodman  G.  Day  came  after  (though  per- 
haps not  as  immediate  successor  to)  Samuel 
A.  Bakek  as  Captain  of  the  Artillery,  and, 
under  his  management,  the  Company  revived 
and  flourished.  He  was,  I  think,  in  command 
at  the  time  Lafayette  "made  a  flying  visit" 
to  Catskill,  and  I  recollect  that  on  "that  occa- 
sion he  deployed  solid  column  across  the  street 
to  intercept  the  too  hasty  return  of  the  caval- 
cade to  "the  Point."  I  recollect,  too,  how 
very  much  we  were  all  disappointed  then,  and 
most  especially  Beit'y  Wyman,  who  so  much 
desired,  and  who  was  so  emjjhaticaUy  prom- 
ised that  she  should  "sec  Lafayette." 

Afterwards,  my  old  "friend  and  pitcher," 
Ralph  Olmstead,  ran  the  military  machine, 
until  it  "resolved  itself,"  at  last,  into  a  sort  of 
suburban  organization,  generally  commanded 
by  some  Overbagh  or  other,  with  ranks  filled 
chiefly  from  Cautersldll,  Kiskatom  and  "the 
Groedt  Embaught."  [At  my  last  visit  to 
Catskill,  on  the  fouith  of  July,  I  saw  one  of 
the  old  members  under  Captain  Cooke,— An- 
thony Thomas.     He  looked  hale  and  hearty 
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as  of  yore,  and  as  though  he  could  still  wield 
the  old  cheese-knife  as  well  as  he  formerly 
did,  in  many  a  tough  combat  with  Cheesebeo, 
the  fencing-master.  ] 

The  Light  Infantry,  or  "Union  Volunteers," 
was  another  old  militaiy  company,  but  I  have 
no  time,  to-night,  to  speak  of  it.  I  propose, 
hereafter,  to  give  a  succinct  sketch  of  it,  from 
its  early  commander,  Jacob  Haight,  down  to 
Matthew  Dice  Van  Loan. 

John  C.  Johnston  formed  a  Rifle  Company, 
at  about  the  time  the  Artillery  was  resuscitated 
by  Capt.  Cooke,  but  I  must  also  defer  any 
notice  of  it  until  another  paper. 

There  was  another  Rifle  Company  which 
used  to  train  in  Catskill,  although  I  believe 
it  was  raised,  principally,  in  Cairo,  and  it  was 
commanded  hj  Iea  T.  Day.     Mr.  Day  was  a 
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tanner,  and  a  very  prominent  citizen  of  Cah-o. 
lie  was,  more  than  once,  Super%-i8or  of  that 
town,  and  was  a  veiy  competent  and  indue- 
trious  member  of  the"  Board.  I  was  not  very 
intimately  acquainted  with  him,  yet  I  remem- 
ber him  as  being  of  an  extremely  active  (rather 
neiwousj  temperament,  and  as  having  a  habit 
of  biting  ofF  the  heads  of  his  words,  in  his 
rapid  enunciation.  But,  notwithstanding  this 
peculiarity  of  speech,  Lba  T.  Day  was  a  most 
excellent  man,  and  his  death  left  a  void,  wide 
and  deep,  in  the  community  in  which  he  re- 
sided, and  where  he  was  much  respected  during 
the  many  years  of  his  life. 

I  hope  to  be  able  to  return  to  our  mllitarv 
heroes  in  a  futm-e  number — until  when,  I  aiii 
the  humble  senant  of  yourself  and  your 
readers. 
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Wednesday  Ev'a.,  Feueuaby  21, 1866. 
I  notice  that  in  your  last  paper  you  apolo- 
gize  to  your  readers  for  the  absence  of  a 
"Sketch,"  on  the  ground  that  none  Avas  re- 
ceived.    Allow  me  to  add  another,  and  quite 
3  as  cogent,  reason — none  was  written.     Busily 
'  engaged  in  closing  up  the  affairs  pertaining  to 
my  present  situation,  and  uncertain,  then  as 
now,  as  to  my  future  course  or  condition,  I 
had  neither  time  nor  much  of  inclination  to 
devote  to  reminiscences  of  the  past 

And  I  am  not  sure  but  that  it  is  time  to  bring 
these  idle  sketches  to  a  close,  at  once  and  for 
all.  It  is  true  that  my  subjects  are  not  yet 
exhausted — indeed,  they  seem  to  accumulate 
as  I  progi'ess,  but  I  somehow  feel  as  though 
they  desei-ve  a  notice  from  worthier  pens  than 
mine,  and  I  have  earnestly  hoped  that  others 
would,  long  since,  have  taken  the  pleasant 
task  from  my  hands.  But  the  hope  seems 
vain  ;  the  drowsy  atmosphere  of  your  ancient 
burgh  appears  to  have  engendered  as  deep  a 
lethargy,  in  regard  to  past  events  and  people, 
as,  whilom,  wrapped  poor  Rip  Van  Winkle 
in  long  forgetfuluess  in  one  of  the  shaded  ra- 
vines of  your  overlooking  mountains. 

And  so,  I  suppose,  I  must  continue,  a  little 
longer,  to  revisit  the  gallery  of  memory,  and 
essay  to  brush  the  dust  from  the  pictures 
which  hang  upon  its  walls. 

I  have  been  trying  to  bring  to  mind  the 
place  where  I  first  saw  the  sign  of  "Jacob 
Van  Oeden,  Attorney  and  Counsellor  at  Lav/. " 
I  believe  it  was  a  small  office  on  the  lot  adjoin- 
ing that  upon  which  the  drug  store  of  Benja- 
min Wey  now  stands,  though  it  might  have 


been  elsewhere,  for,  in  those  days,  all  sorts 
of  buildings  were  locomotive — a  person  de- 
siring to  "change  his  base"  usuail}-  mounting 
his  house  on  rollers,  and  traveling  off  like  a 
snail  with  his  shell. 

The  hit  refeiTed  to  was,  fifty  years  ago,  in- , 
closed  by  a  board  fence,  weather-beaten  and 
moss-covered,  extending  from  the  Bunnell 
house  to  the  store  of  Hall  &  Blakeslek,  and 
standing  a  little  back  from  the  street  was  the 
stone  dwelling-house  of  Dr.  James  TuoMr-soN. 
I  think  the  first  buildings  erected  here  were  a 
frame  store  at  the  corner  of  the  alley,  occupietl 
by  Lemuel  Hall  and  Lutuee  Spexcek,  and, 
a  short  distance  North,  a  brick  house  built  by 
John  F.  Darrow,  with  two  stores  in  front, 
one  occupied  by  himself  as  a  watch  and  jew- 
elry shop,  and  the  other  by  Rachel  Bellamy, 
as  a  millinery.  Afterwanls,  a  dry  good>  store 
was  erected  by,  or  for,  the  Quaker,  Samuel 
Smith.  The  only  other  buildings  which  I 
recollect  were  the  book  store  and  bindery  of 
Deacon  Elliott,  and  Van  Okhen's  ollicc, 
both,  I  believe,  removed  from  other  sites. — 
Forty  years  ago,  a  tire  broke  out,  at  night,  in 
the  store  of  Sammy  Smith,  and,  as  the  only 
engine  in  the  Village  had  an  extensive  rat- 
hole  in  it,  the  conflagration  had  it  all  its  own 
way,  anil  swept  the  block. 

Afterwards,  the  row  n(Av  known  as  the 
"Center  Brick  Block,"  was  put  up  and  occu- 
jned  bv  Ceoswel  ct  Brace  ;  Haiuht  it  Va.\ 
VooRins;  Poeter,  Corr  it  Tai-pas  ;  Ai)am.s 
&  Elliott,  and  others,  and  it  still  stand.", 
prettv  much  in  its  original  shape.  Tliis,  and 
the  fuoMi'soN  Block,  built  .«ome  eight  or  ten 
years   earlier,  by  Tommy  Thomson,    Ezra 
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Hawlet,  Isaac  Hardenbtjkgh,  &c.,  were 
looked  upon  as  magnificent  structm-es,  and 
miracles  of  ai'cliitecture — in  fact,  I  once  tho't 
tliey  were  the  tallest  buildings  in  the  Avorld. 

On  the  whole,  the  fire  alluded  to,  though  it 
was  considered  very  disastrous  at  the  lime, 
was  a  real  benefit  to  the  place  ;  nor  do  I  think 
it  was  veiy  deeply  regretted  by  Sammy  Smith, 
who  was  the  greatest  sufferer  pecuniarily^ 
for  he  was  a  good  citizen,  and  had  the  inter- 
ests of  the  Village  strongly  at  heait.  He  was, 
as  I  have  said,  a  Quaker,  and  had  the  smooth 
and  plausible  maimer  peculiai"  to  the  sect,  and 
was,  consequently,  quite  successful  in  trade. 
He  at  one  time  held  the  oflice  of  Trustee  of 
tJie  Village,  and  was  extremely  active  in  en- 
forcing the  municipal  by-laws,  though  his 
zeal,  on  one  occasion,  outran  Ms  discretion, 
and  resulted  in  a  mortifjang  defeat.  There 
was  then,  and  I  presume  is  now,  a  Village 
ordinance  prohibiting  the  sale  of  fire-works  to 
any  minor  or  intoxicated  person,  and,  as  "a 
burnt  child  dreads  fii-e, "  Sammy  was  especially 
"down  upon"  all  offenders  in  this  particular. 
Samuel  Dubois  kept  fii-e-works,  and  Smith 
determined  to  punish  him  to  the  extent  of  the 
law,  but  found  it  ditiicult  to  fasten  the  charge 
of  selling  to  either  of  the  prohibited  classes  ; 
and,  so,  he  sent  a  young  lad  to  buy  powder- 
crackers.  The  boy  obtained  them,  and  Smith 
j  prosecuted  Dubois,  bringing  into  Court  his 
mtness  of  non-age.  But,  alas,  Sam.  turned 
the  tables  upon  him  by  proving  that  Smith 
furnished  the  money  for  the  explosives,  and 
was,  therefore,  the  real  purchaser;  and,  as 
the  Quaker  could  not  prove  himself  a  minor, 
and  didn't  like  to  admit  that  he  was  an  intox- 
icated person,  he  was  non-suited,  with  costs. 
That  hurt  Sammy  Smith's  feelings. 

But  I  have  wandered  away  from  the  little 
tin  sign  of  "Jacob  Van  Oeden,  Attorney  & 
Counsellor  at  Law. "  I  am  not  sure  but  that 
it  was  J.  &  S.,  instead  of  Jacob,  solus,  for  I 
remember  that  his  brother  Samuel  was,  at 
one  time,  his  partner.  Samuel  Van  Oeden 
died  long  ago,  and  I  only  remember  him  as  a 
pleasant,  quiet  and  amiable  man,  and  that  he 
was  beloved  and  respected  as  widely  as  he 
was  known. 

Almost  everybody  in  Catskill,  of  middle  age, 
remembers  Jacob  Van  Oeden.  He  was  one 
of  the  promment  lawyers  of  the  town,  and, 
especially,  the  legal  adviser  of  all  the  Dutch 
farmers  in  all  the  region  round  about.  I  be- 
came acquainted  with  him  v/hen  I  was  a  boy 
in  the  County  Clerk's  ofiice,  where  I  had  fre- 
quent business  intercom'se  with  him,  and  I 
have  never  Imown  any  one  who,  to  a  rather 
rough  manner,  joined  a  more  generous  spirit 
or  a  kmder  heart.  No  appeal  of  the  poor  and 
the  distressed  ever  fell  imheeded  on  his  ear ; 
no  sick-bed  lacked  his  careful  attendance,  and 


even  the  sad  obsequies  of  the  dead  were 
deemed  incomplete  without  his  presence. — 
Bu(,  as  I  have  said,  he  had  a  rough  manner, 
which  I  have  always  thought  was,  in  a  great 
measure,  assumed  to  hide  the  workings  of 
Ms  noble  nature.  Though  he  would,  some- 
times, swear,  (pretty  v/ell  in  Euglish,  and  im- 
surpassably  in  Low  Dutch)  yet  his  oaths,  like 
Uncle  Toby's,  were  probably  never  recorded, 
and  it  was  generally  admitted  that  one  of  Ms 
maledictions  was  equal  to  another  man's  I)less- 
ing;  being,  almost  invaiiably,  followed  by 
some  benevolent  act  and  timely  favor.  To 
illustrate  Ms  peculiai'  manner :  He  had  a  negro 
boy — before  slavery  was  abolished  in  tMs 
State — named  Tite,  (Titus  abridged;  and  he 
fell  sick — very  sick — indeed,  it  was  about 
"Avhich  and  t'other"  with  the  darkey,  who 
believed  and  averred  that  he  ivould  die.  His 
master,  who  attended  Mm  night  and  day,  find- 
ing all  his  efforts  fi-uitless  to  cheer  and  encour- 
age Ms  dusky  patient,  at  last  broke  out,  while 
the  tears  wet  his  cheeks,  after  this  fashion  : 

'  'Now,  you  d nigger,  Tite,  shut  up  yom- 

black  head — if  you  die  I'll  whip  you  within 
an  inch  of  yom-  life  !"  The  tMeat  was  me- 
dicinal, and  Tite  recovered. 

The  chirography  of  Mx.  Van  Oeden  was 
Yerj  peculiar,  although  I  think  his  signature 
was  good  for  almost  any  amount.  In  draw- 
mg  declarations,  taMng  notes  of  evidence.  &c. , 
he  would  commence  well  up  on  the  left-hand 
comer  of  Ms  paper,  but  there  seemed  to  be 
an  mcreasing  deflective  tendency  of  the  line 
wMch  brought  it  out  half  way  down  the  otlier 
side  of  the  sheet — and  so  on  in  a  regular  suc- 
cession of  hypotenuses. 

I  remember  that  he  was,  once,  considerably 
vexed  at  an  exposition  of  his  "hand  o'  wilte" 
by  John  Van  Vleok.  They  were  trying  a 
cause,  before  'Squu-e  Bellamy,  between  Moses 
Washbtjen  and  Ms  apprentice,  John  Conine, 
who  sought  to  be  released  from  his  mdentures, 
because  of  a  failure  on  the  part  of  his  master 
to  provide  the  stipulated  means  of  education. 
Mr.  Van  Oeden  attempted  to  prove  that  the 
boy  had  been  learned  to  write  well,  but  the 
testimony  all  went  to  show  that  he  was  a  mis- 
erable penman,  when  Van  Vleck  mischievous- 
ly drew  away  Mi'.  Van  Oeden's  minutes,  and 
asked  the  witness  if  John  could  write  as  well 
as  that  f  The  witness  thought  he  could— 
and  a  little  better. 

I  believe  the  boy  was  released  from  sei-vicc, 
the  Justice  deciding  that  the  specimen  of  pen- 
manship exhibited  was  not  quite  up  to  the 
requirements  of  the  indentures.  But  lawyers 
are,  proverbially,  poor  writers. 

Mx.  Van  Oeden,  after  the  death  of  his 
brother,  formed  a  law  pai-tncrsMp  with  Rob- 
ert DoBLON,  of  whom  I  have  heretofore  wilt- 
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ten,  and,  I  believe,  the  connection  was  only 
dissolved  by  the  death  of  the  latter. 

The  sous  of  Jacob  Van  Orden  were  Wil- 
liam H. ,  Jacob,  Lucas  and  Philip  V.  Wil- 
liam studied  law,  and  practiced  for  some 
time  in  CatskUl,  and  also  held  some  town  and 
Yiilage  otlices.  He  maiTied  a  daughlor  of  the 
late  Caleb  Hopkins,  and  was,  at  one  time, 
connected  in  business  with  his  brothers-in-law 
iu  N"ew  York.  [And  ht;re  permit  me  to  pub- 
licly express  my  sense  of  obligation  to  one  of 
the  brothers  Hopkins  for  a  recent  timely 
favor,  gracefully  bestowed  and  most  thank- 
fully accepted.]  Jacob  was  not,  I  think, 
brought  up  to  any  profession.  He  was  a  kind- 
hearted,  genial  fellow,  "a  chip  off  the  old 
block,"  and  had  a  fund  of  anecdotes  of  the 
old  times  of  Catskill.  He  was,  for  two  terms, 
Clerk  of  the  County  of  Greene.  He  has  been 
dead  some  time.  Lttcas  went  to  Wisconsin 
some  twenty  years  ago,  and  died  there.  Philip 
is  still  among  you,  but  as  everj'body  knows 


and  likes  him,  it  will  be  unnecessary  for  me 
to  say  anj'thing  about  him,  just  now. 


And  now,  owing  to  the  uncertainty  of  my 
future  movements  or  position,  it  is  not  improb- 
able that  there  may  be  a  discontinuance  of 
these  articles,  whi-lher  brief,  protracted  or 
final,  events,  undeveloped,  must  determine. 
Past  the  prime  of  life,  depressed  in  sjiirit  as 
well  as  means,  I  go  out  to  seek  some  new 
employment.  "The  world  is  all  Ix-fore  me, 
where  to  choose,  and"  (may  I  hoiw  it  ?) 
"Providence  my  guide."  Whether  I  shall 
resume  these  sketches  at  an  earlj-  day,  at  a 
remote  period,  or  never,  I  beseec-h  myR-ailere 
to  believe  that  I  have  never  penutd  a  line  in- 
tended to  ruffle  the  most  acute  seusihility  ; 
and  to  pardon  Avhatever  may  have  been,  inad- 
vertently, written  amiss.  And  so,  with  feel- 
ings of  "peace,  chaiity  and  good  will  toward 
all,"  I  again  bid  you  Good  Night  I 
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Tttesdav  Ev'g.,  Feisedaev  27, 1866. 

The  notice,  in  last  week's  Recorder,  of 
the  death  of  Jack  Croswel,  admonishes  me 
that  I  have  been  sadl^^  remiss  of  the  claims  to 
respectful  notice  of  a  certain  and  somewhat 
nuinerovs  class  of  the  old  denizens  of  Cats- 
kdl — '  'our  brethi-en  of  African  descent. "    As, 


stretch,  at  the  old-fashionetl  soda  foimtain, 
producing  a  succession  of  hideous  sounds, 
which  it  required  a  nice  ear  for  music  to  dis- 
tinguish from  the  wee-hair  of  a  jaeksiss. 

Mter  the  death  of  Doctor  Crosw-ei-,  he  at- 
tached himself  to  Doctor  Brace,  and  although, 
long  before,  freed  from  bondage.  l)y  C<justi- 


just  about  this  time  their  pn.geny  occupy  a  I  tutiona  AmendmcTit,  he  served  »»";,  '«". 
conspicuous  position  in  the  aff ahs  of  the  na- 1  faithf idly  and  well.  _  Independent  ot  his  ^r- 
tion,  I  mav  be  suspected  of  indifferenee  to  the  '  vices  m  that  direction,  he  was  fauK.us  for 
griefs,  wrongs  and  oppressions  under  wlueh,  ;  s|,earmg  eels,  tln-ough  he  icc-  on  Bh^n  -^  ^/^ 
?■   ,     ',,=',  ,.  ,    .,  1  TJiiT  .111(1  mvpioino- ski   iniilsiilonsr  the  muduv 


it  has  lately  been  discovered,  they  so  long, 
unwittingly,  suffered  and  grew  fat,  unless  I 
revoke  my  determination  to  close  these  sketch- 
es, and  solicit  you  to  again  open  your  columns 
and  let  the  colored  individual  in. 


Bay,  and  inveigling  skillipuls  along  the  muddy 
margin  of  Ram's  Horn  Creek.  He  would, 
sometimes,  take  a  pull  at  the  land-line  of  a 
herring  net,  or  do  a  liand's  turn  at  the  slauudi- 
■  ter  house  of  the  Wiuson's  ;  but  his  gn-at  forte 

;  was  killmg  and  dressing  hogs,  ami,  in  that 

I  remember  Jack  Croswel  (a  fig  for  your   vocation,  he  was  peerless. 
"Van  Valkenburg")  when  he  was  a  voung  |      Jack  had  a  hirge  stock  of  stones  which  he 
man,  and  I  have  known  him  (as  who  has  not?)    used  to  recite  to  me  whenever  I  met  hini.  aiul 
from  that  time  until  "he  hadn't  any  wool  on  I  which  (if  the  exehetiucr  happened  to  be  in  a 
the  top  of  his  head,  in  the  place  where  the    tiourisliing  condition)  geiieniily  brouglil  lum 


wool  ought  to  gi-ow. "  He  was  one  of  the  trio 
of  domestic  servants  of  which  gooil  old  "Uncle 
Doctor  Croswel  used  to  boast  the  ownership : 
"a  white  horse,  a  white  cow  and  a  white 
nigger."  And  a  faithful  servant  he  was.  He 
fed,  tmd  w\atered,  and  cunied  down  the  afore- 
said horse ;  he  milked  the  aforesaid  (!0\v ;  he 
bruslied  the  boots  of  the  household  ;  he  rolled 
pills ;    he    manufactured  fire-ball   blacking ; 


and,  in  Summer,  he  pumped  for  hom-s  on  a  1  the  water-soakeil  loi 


sixjieiue  apiece.  I  would  like  to  repeat  some 
of  his  yams,  and  to  dwell  more  at  l.iiglh  on 
his  manv  commendable  iiualities,but  tim:-  ^yill 
not,  now,  pennit.  He  ha>^  followed  his  kind 
and  indulgent  mastei-s  in  that  path  on  which 
there  are  uo  returning  footsteps.  The  lithe 
eel  now  wriggles,  in  conscious  a<'curity,  iu  its 
congenial  ooze,  and  the  mud-turtle  basks  in 
conii)lacent  conlidence  on  the  sunny  side  of 
■     ■  ■  Never  shall  the  wii- c/y 

in 
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squeak  of  the  soda  pump,  nor  the  agonizing 
squoal  of  the  stuck  pig,  wake  poor  Jack  to 
labor  again. 

"Old  Death"  is  dead — "He  has  gone  to  the 
place  where  the  good  darkies  go,"  and — 
Peace  to  his  ashes  ! 

Before  the  causeway  or  "Long  Dock"  was 
built  from  the  shore  to  the  island,  called  Bom- 
pie's  Hook  (which  is  full  as  long  ago  as  I  can 
well  remember)  the  Western  terminus  of  the 
Catskill  and  Oak-hill  Feny  Avas  at  the  point 
of  land  just  at  the  mouth  of  the  Creek,  and 
near  where  an  ice-house  now  stands.  [It  was 
from  this  point  to  the  island  that  Thurlow 
Weed  tells  us  he  swam,  to  see  the  first  steam- 
boat pass  up  the  Hudson — with  his  clothes  in 
his  hat.  The  latter  part  of  the  feat  will  not 
seem  so  impracticable,  when  we  consider  the 
capacity  of  the  accustoined  style  of  that 
gentleman's  head-gear.] 

The  ferry  boat  was  an  open  scow,  with 
wide  "falls"  at  each  end,  with  a  mast  stepped 
at  one  side,  which  was  balanced  on  the  othei' 
by  a  huge  wing  called  a  fee-board,  though 
it  was  usually  on  the  windward  side  of  the 
vessel.  When  the  wind  blew,  the  boat  was 
propelled  by  means  of  a  large  main-sail,  and, 
in  calm  weather,  by  a  "white  ash  breeze," 
3  videiicit,  a  pair  of  long  oars  or  sweeps. 

But  the  chief  feature  of  the  Ferry  was  a 
negro  called  Ben.  Hallenbeck — I  believe — 
for  I  am  not  prepared  to  swear  that  his  name 
was  not  Brom,  my  memory  being  a  little 
inixed  on  that  point.  He  was  the  skipper 
of  the  craft,  and  when,  hitching  up  his  trousers 
and  tightening  the  rope  around  his  loins,  he 
hoisted  sail  and  assumed  the  helm,  (a  large 
broad-bladed  oai',)  no  Admiral  ever  trod  the 
quarter-deck  with  more  dignity  and  pomposity 
than  black  Ben,  the  ferryman.  He  was  su- 
preme in  his  nautical  position — the  autocrat 
of  the  ferry — in  short,  he  was  boss  of  the 
scow.  The  slightest  appearance  of  insubor- 
dination on  the  part  of  crew  or  even  owners, 
Avas  promptly  met  by  Ben's  "he-he-here, 
now — you  see,  now,"  and  rebellion  was  in- 
continently crushed,  in  its  incipiency. 

I  have  not  wondered  at  the  horror  with 
Avhich  the  Yankees  contemplated  the  crossing 
of  the  North  River,  when  I  have  seen  the  old 
ferry  boat,  in  a  high  wind  and  heavy  sea, 
deeply  loaded  with  cattle — a  hvmdred,  per- 
haps, crammed  together,  and  confined  by 
s])ars  rigged  aihwart-ships,  so  compactly  that 
they  looked  like  a  conglomeration  of  inter- 
locked horns  anr  intertwisted  tails,  as  impo- 
tent to  escape  as  the  quadruped  we  read  of, 

"Whose  tail  was  tied  to  a  hickory  stump, 

Where  he  reared,  ai  d  he  pitched,  but  he  couldn't  malie  a 
jump." 


I  remember  that  the  fare  was  sixpence,  but 
I  once  got  a  "dead-head"  passage  as  a  gi-atu- 
ity  for  addressing  the  old  darkey  as  Captain. 
The  trips  of  the  ferry  boat  were  not  made 
regularly,  but  Avere  dependent  upon  the  freight 
Avhich  offered  itself.  Sometimes,  old  Ben 
would  tarry  in  the  feny-house,  for  hours, 
spinning  yarns  and  grumbling,  until  a  team 
Avas  descried  coming  in  sight  around  the  bend 
of  the  road  near  John  Hallenbegk's  tavern, 
when  he  Avould  seize  his  tin  horn  and  blow  an 
earthquake  blast,  succeeded  by  a  shout  of 
^'■o-o-o-over,^^  in  tones  Avhich  chased  the 
echoes  of  the  horn  to  the  remotest  confines  of 
the  Village,  and  across  the  broad  River,  and 
startled  the  lethargic  loon  from  his  roost  in 
the  deep  recesses  of  John  Dubois'  swamp. 

Ben  continued  to  navigate  between  Greene 
and  Columbia  counties,  from  the  proprietor- 
ship of  John  Hallenbeck  and  Hank  Van 
Gorden,  down  to  the  days  of  Nathaniel 
Jacobs,  though  I  think  he  died  before  the 
administration  of  Tom  Newbury,  (or  Black 
HaAvk,)  or  that  of  my  respected  friend  Capt. 
Bakhydt. 

The  substitution  of  the  horse  boat  for  the 
old  scow  Avas  a  sore  grief  to  Ben,  which,  how- 
ever, he  patiently  endured  so  long  as  he  had 
a  sweep  to  steer  by,  but  when  he  heard  of  the 
application  of  steam  to  ferriage  purposes,  he 
just  laid  down  and  rolled  over.  If,  as  some  [ 
believe,  men  pursue  their  accustomed  earthly 
avocations,  in  the  spirit  land,  it  is  not  impos- 
sible that  Ben  has  taken  service  with  old 
Charon  on  that  Stygian  feiTy  Avhere  both 
steam  and  horse  poAver  are  supposed  to  be 
unknown. 

While  at  "the  Point"  it  may  not  be  amiss 
to  allude  to  a  catastrophe  Avhich  occurred 
there,  long  after  "Black  Ben  the  fenyman" 
made  his  last  trip, — from  the  shores  of  Time. 
It  seems  but  yesterday,  and  yet,  as  I  count 
back  the  years,  I  find  that  about  twenty -five 
twelve-months  have  run  off  the  reel  since  the 
sad  occun-ence  alluded  to. — (As  a  literary 
friend  of  mine  once  pathetically  remarked, 
"How  tempus  does  fugit !") 

There  was  a  spruce  and  rather  consequential 
darkey,  living  at  the  Embought,  named  Sonce 
Ten  Broek.  He  was  considerably  "on  his 
shape,"  and  when  he  visited  the  Village,  on 
Sundays  and  holidays,  was  usually  "dressed 
within  an  inch  of  his  life."  With  his  boots 
polished  until  they  shone  like  his  face— with 
lemon-colored  gloves — a  glossy  hat,  (appa- 
rently blocked  over  a  shilling  loaf  of  bread) 
sitting  jauntily  on  the  side  of  his  head — a 
shirt-frill  like  a  handsaw,  and  a  high  collar 
rasping  at  his  ears,  he  was  the  admiration  of 
the  fair,  and  the  envy  of  the  masculines  of 
his  race.     But,  in  process  of  time,  Sonce  fell 


3=i-- 


LOCAL   SKETCHES. 


into  intemperate  habits,  and  so  it  came  that  lie 
met  his  fate.  One  Sunday  afternoon,  he  was 
at  "the  Point,"  when  a  set  of  wild  and  reck- 
less young  fellows,  spoiling  for  sport,  con- 
cluded it  woidd  be  tine  amusement  to  pitch 
So^x■E  off  the  dock,  compensating  him  for 
each  immersion  by  a  glass  of  ram.  Both 
parties  enjoyed  the  fun  for  a  time,  but,  at 
last,  they  tossed  him  into  the  River  once  too 
often.  The  last  time  he  failed  to  come  up 
again,  and  it  soon  became  apparent  that  Soxce 
was  chowned  !  though  it  seemed  a  puzzle  how 
the  water  got  into  him  when  he  was  chock 
full  already. 

His  body  was  soon  recovered,  but  as  there 
existed  a  superstitious  notion  that  it  must  not 
be  removed  from  the  water  "until  the  coroner 
had  set  upon  it, "  they  tied  one  end  of  a  string 
to  it,  and  the  other  end  to  a  dock  post,  and 
left  the  poor  darkey,  like  a  salt  mackerel  at 
soak,  while  they  sent  to  Coxsackie  for  Dr. 
Spooe. 

I  believe  the  peq^etrator  of  this  reckless  and 
cruel  (though  I  thmk  not  malicious)  deed,  left 
town  immediately,  and  the  matter  died  out  of 
the  minds  of  all,  save  those,  perhaps,  person- 
ally involved  in  the  transaction — and  who,  I 
doubt  not,  endured  a  life-long  remorse  for  the 
fatal  result  of  their  Sabbath's  sport. 

I  believe  the  practice  of  tlu-owing  negroes 
3  overboard,  after  that,  fell  into  disuse. 

In  a  hut  or  shanty,  on  the  brow  of  Jeffer- 
son HUl,  lived  Old  Toxe — whether  he  had  an 
additional  appellation  I  am  not  sure.  Although 
his  name  was  often  invoked  to  quiet  refi-ac- 
toiy  chikhen,  yet  he  was  a  harmless  and  ex- 
cessively lazy  nigger.  I  believe  he  did,  occa- 
sionally, do  a  few  hours  work  in  the  lumber- 
yard of  AsDEEws  &  WooDEUFF,  but  hls  favor- 
ite occupations  were  riding  vicious  horses, 
(decked  in  gaudy  regimentals)  and  drinking 
rum — and  he  was  an  adept  at  both.  He  pro- 
fessed a  strong  aversion  to  gunpowder,  and 
so,  the  boys  used  to  annoy  and  apparently 
frighten  him  by  touching  off  a  charge  of 


powder  under  his  seat,  just  as  he  was  putting 
a  gill  of  Santa  Cruz  to  his  mouth— whereat 
Old  Tone  would  leap  about  six  feet  hi"h, 
ejaculate  ''Shonkahoo  .'"  and  make  for  th^- 
door.  I  noticed,  however,  that  notwithstand- 
ing his  consternation,  he  always  managed  to 
empty  the  gill-cup. 

And  there  was  another  blackamoor,  named, 
I  think,  Haery  ABEE^  but  best  known  by 
ihQ  soubriquet  oi.  "Sackett's  Harbor. "  He 
was  a  noisy  nigger,  and  used  to  "make  Rome 
howl"  with  his  vociferous  laudations  of  '^resh 
shad  for  belly  timber."  I  have  little  ppace 
for  a  protracted  notice  of  Old  Sackett's  ;  but 
I  never  shall  forget  the  rebuke  which  he  once 
gave  the  proprietor  of  a  well  in  West  Catskill, 
who  refused  him  a  pitcher  of  water,  and  drove 
him  from  the  premises.  Planting  himself  in 
the  middle  of  the  highway,  and  elevating  his 
form  as  high  as  his  restricted  altitude  of  livc- 
feet-four  would  permit,  he  exclaimed  :  "Cap- 
tain," (he  called  eveiybody  Captain)  "der 
well  will  be  dur  when  you  ai'c  down  below — 
and  der  water  will  be  f/a/-— and"  (intimating 
by  emphatic  gesture,  if  not  by  verbal  express- 
ion) '•'mabbee,  you'll  want  some." 

******* 

But,  as  old  stocking-knitters  say,  it  is  about 
time  to  narrow  down  and  toe  off. 

A  long  line  of  duskj'  shades,  reaching  away  I 
back  to  the  palmy  days  of  Paas  and  Pink.«ter, 
are,  even  now,  trooping  across  my  niemorj-. 
Among  them  I  discover  the  old  familiar  foruis 
and  faces  of  Bill  Tuo.msox,  the  life-long  sex- 
ton of  St.  Luke's ;  Haekv  Van  Vechten  ; 
Jack  Salisbcey  ;  Cato  Jackso.v  ;  London 
Brown;  Philip  Foote  ;  Bex.  Bkockway, 
the  boss  of  the  cattle-bed  ;  AVall  Post,  tlie 
spook-ridden ;  Jacky  Beoxk,  who,  for  the 
last  quarter  century  of  his  life,  couldn't  tell 
exaatlij  whether  he  was  seventy-eight  or 
eighty-seven  years  of  age  ;  Old  "Jkte"  ; 
"Dick  in  the  Well,"  and  many  more  of  that 
class,  to  each  of  whom  there  ia  some  bislor}" 
attached. 


CONCLUSION  OF  THE  SERIES. 

The  preceding  Sketch  concludes  the  series,  written  by  the  lute  Mr.  Pixcknet,  and  rather 
abruptly  terminated  by  his  sudden  death,  which  occun-ed  at  his  residence  in  .:Ubany,  on  the  fith  day 
of  December,  1867. 

In  the  foUowing  pages  may  be  found  some  desultory  sketches  from  his  pen,  anterior  to  the 
commencement  of  the  regular  scries  embodied  in  the  foregoing  pages  of  this  work. 


-<r^, 


LOCAL  SKETCHES. 


TURTLE  CLUB. 


ADDRESS  DELIVERED  BEFORE  THE  CATSKILL  TURTLE  CLUB,  JULY  4,  1845, 

BY   THK   LATE    JAMES   D.    PINOKNET. 


Once  more  we  are  met  to  celebrate  the  birth- 
day of  Freedom,  and  of  om-  Society.  Not  in 
the  proud  temple,  reared  by  man,  to  listen  to 
the  polished  sentences  and  rounded  periods  of 
the  gifted  and  eloquent,  and  to  the  swelling 
tones  of  the  organ,  or  the  martial  notes  of  the 
trumpet ;  but  in  that  house  not  built  by  human 
hands,  Avhose  pavement  was  laid,  and  whose 
arched  ceiling  was  spread  by  the  Ai-chitect  of 
the  Universe  ;  for  our  music  the  free  air  of 
Heaven,  playing  its  symphonies  in  the  tree- 
tops,  and  the  ripple  of  the  wealth-bearing 
waves  of  the  beautiful  Hudson  ;  and  our  elo- 
quence an  unrestrained  converse  and  joyous 
outpouring  of  sentiment  to  each  other,  with- 
out deceit  or  guile. 

And  now  let  us  cast  a  glance  about  us,  and 
see  tvho  of  those  who  one  year  ago  paitici- 
pated  in  our  festivities,  are  missing  at  this 
meeting.  Surely,  it  is  a  matter  of  joy  that 
so  many  familiar  faces  are  again  gathered 
ai-ound  this  board.  Many  of  us  have  remamed 
together  during  the  interval — others  have  been 
J  separated  from  us  by  trifling  distances — and 
'  in  some  instances  "Seas  have  broad  between 
us  roared" — yet  they  have  come  again,  to 
mingle  their  voices  with  ours  upon  this  Na- 
tional Festival. 

All,  however,  are  not  here.  Business,  or 
prior  engagements,  or  choice,  detain  many, 
whose  presence  cannot  weU  be  spared;  but 
wherever  they  may  be,  at  this  hour,  they  have 
our  warmest  wishes  for  health,  prosperity  and 
happiness.  We  rejoice  that  all  are  yet  in  the 
land  whose  fi-eedomwe  this  day  commemorate. 
All — save  one* ;  one  voice,  which  was 
heard  in  om-  midst,  is  silent,  on  eaith,  forever. 
The  green  turf,  on  whose  sm-face  we  now 
tread,  covers  the  form  of  one  who,  a  short 
year  past,  was  of  us,  and  with  us.  His  ap- 
pointed hour  came,  while  it  was  yet  morning, 
and  he  went  the  way  which  he  may  not  re- 
turn, but  which  we  must  all  follow. 

Peace — peace  to  his  dust ;  and  while  we 
breathe  a  sigh  to  his  memory,  let  our  comfort 
be  in  the  confident  hope  that  he  is  now  re- 
joicing in  a  higher  degree  of  liberty — a  fuller 
measm'e  of  Freedom — a  freedom  from  the 
toils,  and  cares,  and  sorrows  of  this  troubled 
and  transitoi-y  life. 

Gentlemen — four  years  have  passed  since 
the  formation  of  the  Catskill  Tmlle  Club,  and 
its  founder  still  remains  to  preside  (;ver  its 
destinies,  to  rejoice   in  its  prosperity,  and  to 


superintend  its  culinary  preparations.  It  was 
a  bright  idea  of  his,  (and  evidenced  a  deep 
research)  to  found  a  Turtle  Club.  The  Dela- 
ware Indians  believe  that  this  world  is  sup- 
ported by  an  enormous  skilliput,  and  that 
earthquakes  ensue  when  he  shifts  his  feet  or 
shakes  his  tail.  Had  "Ciiaeles  Fox" if  be- 
longed to  the  tribe,  he  could  not  have  chosen 
a  more  suitable  emblem  of  stability  than  this 
foundation  of  the  earth. 

Again,  the  Turtle  is  signilicaut  of  a  pleasant 
season,  such  as  we  now  enjoy.  Even  Solo- 
mon— and  it  would  be  decidedly  unfashionable 
to  question  his  wisdom — in  describing  the 
beauties  of  the  early  Spring,  and  in  inviting 
his  beloved  one  to  taste  its  delights  and  enjoy- 
ments, uses  the  follow iug  language:  "The 
flowers  appear  on  the  Earth ;  the  time  of 
singing  of  birds  is  come,  and  the  voice  of  the 
turtle  is  heaaxl  in  the  land. "  I  am  awai-e  that 
some  will  insist  that  the  tmtle  here  meant, 
was  a  feathered  songster — but  I  know  not  by 
what  reasoning  they  aiTive  at  such  a  conclu- 
sion ;  all  manner  of  singing  birds  had  already  ] 
been  mentioned,  and  it  is  full  as  probable  that 
a  skilliput  in  ancient  days  discoursed  eloquent 
music,  as  it  is  certain  that  in  our  time  the  bull- 
frogs of  John  Dubois's  band  bathe  the  shores 
of  Rams  Horn  Creek  in  harmonious  melody. 
At  any  rate,  it  is  safer  to  avoid  the  root  of  all 
sectarianism,  and  to  understand  the  Book  as 
we  read  it,  and  therefore  beUeve  that  a  turtle 
means  a  turtle,  instead  of  a  pigeon. 

And  the  tmtle,  too,  is  emblematic  of  Love. 
Goldsmith,  one  of  the  sweetest  poets  that 
ever  wrote,  makes  it  a  type  of  pure  affection, 
when  he  says : 

"And  Love  is  stih  in  an  empt}'  sound, 
The  modern  fair  one's  jest ; 
Ou  Eartti  unknown,  or  only  found 
To  warm  the  Turtle's  nest." 

It  may  be  urged,  too,  that  Goldsmith  did 
not  mean  what  he  said,  and  in  proof  of  the 
fact,  it  may  be  maintained  that  as  tmtles  are 
cold-blooded  animals,  their  nests  are  not  likely 
to  be  wann.  In  answer  to  this,  I  would  call 
upon  our  worthy  President  to  testify  that  he 
has  seen  a  nest  of  turtles,  with  but  two  in  it, 
not  only  quite  warm,  but  almost  too  hot  to 
hold  them  both.  I  repeat,  then,  that  both 
Solomon  and  Goldsmith  spoke  and  wrote 
understandingly,  and  that  criticism  or  skep- 
ticism can  no  more  convert  a  turtle  into  a  bird. 


*  Charles  Seaman. 


j  J.\3iES  Breasted. 
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tlian  good  turtle  soup  can  be  made  of  a  sheep's 
head  and  pluck. 

Thus,  then,  I  have  endeavored  to  prove  by 
higher  authority  than  niy  own  assertion,  that 
the  badge  of  oui'  Club  is  an  emblem  of  Stabil- 
ity, Harmony  and  Love.  If  I  have  failed 
fully  to  substantiate  it,  let  the  course  and  con- 
duct of  the  members  supply  the  lack  of  argu- 
ment ;  let  them  continue  to  live  in  love^  to 
act  in  harmony,  and  stability  must  ensue. 

Gentlemen  —  the  individual  who  so  elo- 
quently addressed  you  at  the  last  anniversary, 
adverted  to  the  brighter  days  of  Stauchy's 
greatness  and  glory  ;  and  he  stnick  a  chord 
which  vibrated  to  the  inmost  recesses  of  my 
heart.  The  scenes  and  incidents  of  early  life 
started  up  in  freshness  from  the  dark  corners 
of  memory,  and  I  again  lived  over  the  happy 
days  of  youth.  The  fair  faces,  the  voluptu- 
ous forms,  and  the  linsey  woolsey  habiliments 
of  Stauchy's  virginity,  passed  before  my  men- 
tal vision ;  the  soft  notes  of  Money-musk 
from  the  fiddle  of  good  old  Baltus  Millee 
rang  in  my  ears,  and  the  tread  of  heel-and-toe, 
pigeon-wing  and  double-shuflie  seemed  again 
to  shake  the  very  rafters  of  my  brain.  I  re- 
member the  good  dame  Haet,  and  the  good 
old  Dutch  heart  in  her  bosom,  (whose  Worst 
was  the  best  to  be  had  in  miles  about,)  and 
the  flavor  of  the  apple-jack  was  fresh  upon 
!bmy  tongue.  I  remember  every  old  tale  of 
'  sjjooks,  having  appeared  near  the  site  of  the 
Stauchy  Church,  or  peeped  from  the  windows 
of  the  deserted  Manor  House. 


But  when  he  came  to  speak  of  Deeriok 
Van  Runt,  my  feelings  well  nigh  overcame 
me,  and  I  was  forced  to  take  a  snuff  at  the 
soup-kettle  to  revive  my  sensibilities. 

Alas!  poor  Dereiok!  First  in  the  frolic 
or  the  fight — who  never  refused  protection  to 
the  fair,  or  to  take  "a  snifter"  with  a  friend. 
How  often  have  I  gazed  in  silent  wonder  at 
his  inimitable  execution  of  Old  Beote,  in 
his  stocking  feet;  or  in  admiration  of  his 
prowess,  as  he  essayed  to  do  battle  in  favor  of 
injured  innocence,  his  manly  breast  filled 
with  virtuous  indignation,  and  covered  with 
a  red  flannel  shut  I 

But  the  Church  and  the  Manor  House  are 
long  gone  ;  honest  Deeeick  Van  Runt  is  at 
rest  in  the  apple  orchard ;  the  days  of  the 
glory  of  Stauchy  have  departed,  and  Ichabod 
is  written  on  its  walls.  Yet  long  will  its 
Quiltings,  and  its  Apple-Cuts,  and  its  Pig 
Shaves  live  in  remembrance — for 

The  last  ray  of  feeling  and  life  must  depart 
Ere  I  cease  to  remember  the  days  of  Bill  Hart. 

Excuse  me,  my  friends,  this  digi'ession,  but 
I  could  not  refrain  from  stepping  aside  to  re- 
visit, in  imagination,  the  scenes  of  by-gone 
joys.      If  my  friend,  "the  Setter,"  were  here, 


he  would  forgive  me,  I  am  quite  certain  ;  for 

although  Time  has  pretty  freely  scattered  the 
evidences  of  early  piety  among  his  locks,  he 
could  not  but  participate  in  the  recollection, 
as  he  did  in  the  enjoyment,  of  the  happy  hours 
now  fled  forever. 

Exceedingly  pleasant  have  been  the  four 
years  since  this  Club,  of  which  we  have  the 
honor,  and  are  proud,  to  be  members,  was 
first  established.  Few  in  numbers,  in  its  in- 
fancy, Fox  Creek  and  Burgett's  Island  alone 
witnessed  its  joyous  meetings,  a  common 
sized  turtle  was  sutficient  for  the  sacrifice,  and 
a  quart  jug  could  well  contain  the  liquid  ob- 
lations required  at  its  festivals.  But  it  has 
flourished  and  grown  mighty  under  the  kind 
and  fostering  care  of  its  worthy  President, 
and  has  \vaxed  stronger  and  stronger  in  pop- 
ular favor,  until  it  has  become  necessary  to 
set  limits  to  its  numerical  capacity. 

Roger's  Island  has  been  made  vocal  with 
our  rejoicings,  and  the  Mayor  of  Ilerring-town 
has  deigned  to  smile  conii)laeently,  as  he  ten- 
dered to  the  Turtle  Club  the  freedom  of  the 
city  in  a  tin  kettle.  We  have  been  cheered 
in  our  aquatic  excursions  by  the  beauty  and 
fashion  of  Bompies'  Hook,  and  the  bald-headed 
eagle  has  screamed  his  greetings  as  we  threaded 
the  serpentine  windings  of  the  magnificent 
Ram's  Horn. 

The  extremities  of  the  Earth  are  laid  vmder 
contribution  to  mhuster  to  our  wants  and 
wishes,  and  enjoyments.  For  us  the  purple  ^ 
fruit  of  the  sunny  vineyards  of  France  is 
crushed ;  for  us  the  aromatic  herb  of  Cuba 
and  of  "Old  Keutuck"  is  grown  and  cured, 
and  twisted,  and  cut ;  for  us  the  virgin  clay 
of  Ohio  is  dug  from  the  bowels  of  the  earth, 
and  fashioned  into  snow-white  tubes,  througli 
which  the  perfumed  cloud  is  spread  upcui  the 
ambient  air  ;  for  us  the  rich  beds  of  Weath- 
ersfield  are  despoiled  of  their  pungent  produce ; 
for  us  the  ripe  juice  of  the  l)lusliing  apple  is 
converted  into  the  pleasant  acid  ;  fur  us  the 
silver-coated  herring  is  thawn  from  his  deep 
blue  home — 


■M 


"Down  where  the  joyful  sunbeams  never  fell,^ 
Where  ocean's  unrecorded  monsters  dwell," 

and  for  us  the  turtle  is  roused  from  his  <H)zy 
couch  on  the  shores  of  Peetchie'.s  Lake,  on 
the  banks  of  the  Cauterskiil,  and  in  the  far-off 
quagmires  of  Kemi''s  Fly,  and  the  Great 
Embought. 

To  join  in  our  festivities,  Hatters  have  left 
the  planking-kettle  for  the  soup-k.-ttie  ;  Tai- 
lors have  foi-saken  herring-stitth  for  hernng 
and  onions;  Justices  have  abandonrtl  litipi- 
tion,  to  i\o  justice  to  the  cookery  of  "Ciiakle-s 
Fox"  ;  and  Surrogates  have  left  the  estates  of 
the  dead  uuadministered,  to  present  their 
claims  in  the  linal  distribution  of  the  steaks 
of  a  departed  skilliput. 
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All  ranks  and  conditions  of  men  have  striven 
to  pay  honors  to  our  association,  and  the  Club 
has  been  the  admiration  as  well  of  the  upper- 
ciTist  of  society,  as  of  the  humble  fishcnnan 
who  plies  his  apostolic  vocation  on  the  "Sand- 
plauchy." 

Surely,  these  manifestations  are  pleasant  to 
our  hearts,  and  soothing  to  our  souls,  as  Dal- 
ley's  Magic  Plaster  to  a  scalded  shin.  Let 
us,  then,  strive  to  merit  the  good  will  of  all 
men  and  women,  and  persevere  in  well-doing, 
until  our  Society  shall  occupy  a  niche  in  the 
Temple  of  Fame,  far  above  the  ancient  and 
honorable  fraternity  of  Free-masonry,  the  in- 
dependent order  of  Odd  Fellows,  or  the  Cal- 
athumpian  Band. 

Upon  the  retmii  of  each  anniversary  of  the 
Declaration  of  Independence,  may  we  be 
found  foremost  in  doing  honor  to  the  day. — 


Although  other  countries  may  have  given  birth 
to  some  of  us ;  though  one  may  have  fii-st 
seen  the  light  in  Scotia's  flowery  vales ;  though 
another  may  have  had  his  nativity  in  the  green 
island  of  the  Shamrock  ;  or  a  third  in  om- 
mother  laud,  '  'merry  England, "  yet  here  may 
we  meet  in  a  common  brotherhood.  Here, 
under  the  folds  of  the  star-studded  banner^ 
long  and  broad  enough  to  cover  and  shelter 
the  wanderer  from  eveiy  nation,  and  of  every 
kindred  and  tongue,  may  we  1)e  found,  with 
one  voice  and  one  heart,  rejoicing  in  the  re- 
turn of  that  day  when  Cohunbia  assumed  a 
name  and  a  place  among  the  nations  of  the 
earth  ;  and  if  we  may  not  all  be  permitted  to 
glory  in  the  name  of  American  citizens,  we 
each  and  all  have  the  high  and  proud  privi- 
lege of  exclaiming:  "Thank  Heaven,  I,  too, 
am  a  member  of  the  Catskill  Turtle  Club." 


EXTRACTS  FROM  A  CARRIER'S  ADDRESS, 
To  the  Patrons  of  the   Catskill  Democrat,  January  1st,  1847. 


It  is  to  be  regretted  that  Mr.  Pinckney  has 
neglected  to  preserve  any  of  the  numerous  pro- 
ductions of  his  versatile  pen,  which  have  been  so 
widely  scattered  that  we  have  been  mucli  disap- 
pointed in  our  eflbrts  to  procure  many  that  we 
^  know  are  extant,  and  shall  be  compelled  to  con- 
:3  elude  our  reproduction  of  his  literary  etforts  with 
>  the  following  extracts.  These  are  now  republished 
for  the  double  purpose  of  showing  his  easy  pow- 
ers of  versification,  (thougli  they  are  by  no  means 
his  best)  and  to  revive  some  good-natured  local 
political  allusions  to  men  and  events  : 

Father  Time— that  old  fellow 

Who  paints  the  leaves  yellow, 
And  turns  our  hair  gray  and  our  apple-jack  mellow — 

Has  brought  to  your  door 

The  >v'ew8-boy  once  more, 
A  boon  from  your  bounty,  kind  friends,  to  Implore ; 
To  tender  his  thanks  in  a  simple  address, 
And  pray  that  your  shadows  may  never  grow  less. 

'Tie  the  fashion,  you  all  of  you  very  well  know, 

When  the  Carrier,  on  New  year's  morn  calls  for  his  "dough," 

To  treat  you  to  one  or  two  columns  of  rhyme — 

Ihe  custom's  an  old  one,  as  ancient  as  Time, 

At  least,  I've  no  doubt  that  the  thing  has  been  done 

Ever  since  Anno  Domini  One ; 

So  therefore  must  I 

Scratch  my  noddle  and  try, 
Though  the  last  year  has  been  most  imcommonly  dry. 

After  aUuding,  in  a  happy  vein,  to  the  exploits 
of  Gens.  Tayloe  and  Scott,  in  Mexico,  Mr. 
PiNCKNEY  wrote  as  follows  of  Gen.  Scott's  oc- 
cupation of  the  Mexican  capital : 

But  SoOTT,  having  orders,  to  Mexico  must  go. 

Though  the  road  was  a  bloody  one,  through  (Jhurubusco; 

He  turned  not  aside  till  he  came  to  the  wails 

And  the  gates  of  the  City,  in  sight  of  the  "Halls," 

Of  the  splendor  of  which  we  have  heard  many  rumors, 

The  UOMEBTEAP,  'Us  said,  of  the  Old  Moutezumas; 

When,  alter  short  parley,  he  sat  himself  down. 

To  rest  for  a  while,  in  the  heart  of  the  town, 

Where  our  soldiers  the  streets  with  impunity  roam, 

And  follow  the  callings  they  followed  at  home. 

In  the  very  best  rooms  of  their  very  best  houses, 

Some  Yankee  is  found  cutting  jackets  and  trousers— 

In  the  midst  of  their  boasted  magnificent  Plazas, 

May  be  seen  the  itinerant  vendor  of  razors— 

In  the  shrine  where  the  Mexican  knelt  to  his  saints, 

A  down-Eastern  merchant  sells  putty  and  paints ; 


And,  perhaps,  in  the  shade  of  a  nunnery's  cloisters, 

Some  Shrewsbury  fisherman  opens  his  oysters. 

But  we'll  leave  our  brave  fellows  to  rest  on  their  honors. 

To  tilt  with  the  Dons,  and  make  love  to  the  Donnas, 

While  we  turn  to  affairs  of  our  County  and  State, 

And  matters  of  politics  briefly  relate  : — 

By  all  of  my  readers  'twill  be  recollected 

That  a  union  of  parties,  long  since,  was  eflfected, 

When  the  Whigs  and  the  Barn-Buruers  formed  an  alliance, 

And  the  old-fashioned  Democrats  set  at  defiance, 

And  they,  doubtless,  have  very  good  cause  to  remember 

The  havoc  it  worked  us  the  first  of  November; 

But  it  seems  that,  last  season,  the  Whigs  waxing  stout. 

The  terms  of  the  compact  declined  carrying  out ; 

They  thought  they'd  been  choused  of  their  share  of  the  bounty, 

And  beueved  that,  alone,  they  could  carry  the  County 

On  one  thiug,  however,  they  stuck  to  their  faith. 

And  ou  THAT  they  declared  they  would  "go  it  their  death," 

Resolved  that,  united,  by  hook  or  by  crook. 

At  least  they'd  succeed  iu  defeating  "the  Duke." 

And  'twas  thought,  for  a  time,  that  by  seUing  and  buyin", 

And  bargain  and  trick'ry,  and  pretty  stitf  lying, 

That  they  had  their  favorite  scheme  brought  about. 

And  each  Barn-Buruiug  jaw  was  agape  fur  a  shout. 

They  firmly  believed  they'd  elected  friend  Van, 

(By  the  bye,  of  the  lot,  he's  perhaps  the  best  man) 

And  he  lived  in  the  hope,  for  some  twenty-four  hours. 

That  be  had  attained  jurisdiction  and  powers. 

But  HoGEjjooM'8  prospects  were  brighter  and  stronger. 

And  he  clung  to  the  hope  of  the  ermine  much  longer— 

let,  alas  !  the  bright  blaze  of  his  glory  to  quench. 

The  Sullivan  news  brought  him  down  from  the  bench. 

And  he  found  that  no  "i-owers"  were  attaching  to  HIM, 

have  the  doubtful  attachment,  perhaps,  of  'Squire  Jim. 

And  thus  the  grand  object  for  which  they  had  fought. 

And  bargained  and  cheated,  resulted  in  nought ; 

The  Democrats  all  wouldn't  swallow  their  stuff, 

And  (to  use  an  expression  quite  common  in  bluff) 

The  cards  which  they  held  hadn't  quite  enough  spots  on 

To  wm  at  the  game  which  they  played  against  Watson. 


Did  my  limits  permit,  it  would  please  me  full  weU, 

Much  other  political  matter  lo  tell  :— 

In  tne  race  for  Attorney,  how  Rnpus  had  TUB  leg 

Of  all  his  competitors,  King,  Marks  and  Peleq:  ' 

And  how,  agamst  one  of  their  very  beat  men. 

In  ONE  of  the  Districts  we  curried  Judge  Fenn, 

And  how,  in  the  otuee,  they  wouldn't  have  beat  ua 

Had  not  the  "Recorder"  went  in  for  Iuetub  ;  ' 

How  the  Whigs,  had  it  not  been  that  voters  they  lacked  in. 

Would  have  sent  to  the  Senate  Judge  Bbommy  Van  V N 

And,  though  it  was  stoutly  insisted  that  Platt 
Lived  out  of  the  County,  shaved  notes,  and  all  that, 
The  hard-fisted  yeomanry  knew  what  was  meant 
By  the  humbugging  story  of  "one-half  per  cent," 
And  they  thought  that  the  tale  was  a  little  too  rank, 
From  a  fellow  concerned  in  the  Greene  County  Bank, 
For  the  time  was  quite  fresh  in  their  memories,  still. 
When  a  half  per  cent,  took  half  the  face  of  the  bill. 
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THE  EARLY  SETTLEIVIENT  OF  CATSKILL. 

BY   S.    SHEEWOOD   DAY,  ESQ. 


The  early  settlement  of  Catskill,  or  of  the 
region  centering  here — or  we  might  speak 
more  attractively,  and  say  its  antiquity — is 
now  to  claim  our  attention.  This  idea  of 
antiquity  may,  perhaps,  awaken  undue  expec- 
tation, as  butting  against  the  middle  ages,  or 
provoke  a  smile  from  some  young  Yankee 
"blood,"  who  was  born  in  the  belief,  and 
still  retains  it,  that  this  Town  and  region  first 
emerged  from  the  chaotic  mass  of  the  Creation 
when  his  father,  or  grand-father,  from  Con- 
necticut, first  settled  here — say  in  1760,  or 
thereabouts. 

Shades  of  the  old  Dutch  bm-ghers  of  1660 ! 
This  claim,  so  in  conflict  with  records  and 
traditions — with  parchment  title  deeds,  cover- 
ing Patents  fi'om  the  "River  to  the  head  waters 
of  the  Delaware" — can  never  be  allowed.  The 
ghosts  of  such  venerable  names  as  the  De 
Witts,  the  Livingstons,  the  Dubois',  and  the 
Van  Vechtens,  would  stalk  into  the  arena  of 
any  discussion  of  this  subject,  and  squelch  at 
JX  once  such  ignorant  pretensions. 

s>  The  fact  is  fully  attested  by  documentary 
and  traditional  evidence  that  this  unpretentious 
Town  is  by  no  means  of  modern  date.  Far  back 
in  the  records  of  the  country,  during  its  prime- 
val histor}^,  when  the  savage  lurked  around 
these  borders,  and  fished  at  these  water-courses, 
she  hung  out  her  sign  as  Catskill — not 
"Kaaterskill, "  but  as  we  now  spell  it.  It  will 
now,  no  doubt,  be  expected  of  us,  as  the  Law- 
yers say,  to  produce  our  authorities.  This  we 
shall  briefly  do. 

Our  main  reliance  is  upon  the  Documentary 
History  of  the  State  of  New  York,  a  work 
published  by  State  authority,  from  papers 
found  in  the  State  Ai'chives,  and  transcribed 
from  them,  verbatim  et  literatim,  just  as 
they  were  originally  Aviitten  by  the  several 
authors  of  them.  They  are  the  proclamations, 
reports,  and  State  papers  of  Governors,  and 
sub-officers,  relating  to  State  and  Provincial 
matters.  We  remark  here,  that  Greene 
County,  at  that  time,  v.-as  embraced  in  and 
formed  a  part  of  Albany  County,  and  was 
subject  to  her  jurisdiction,  and  was  subse- 
quently, in  ISOO,  cai-ved  out  of  Albany  and 
Ulster.  The  first  mention  of  Catskill  by  name, 
spelling  it  as  we  do,  is  found  in  the  record  of 
a  meeting,  a  notice  of  which  is  as  follows  : 

"Concil  held  at  Fort  James,  (Albany,)  ffriday, 
the  ninth  of  Sept.,  1687.  Pros'  ills  Excy  the 
Govr,  &c. 


Information  bein?  given  to  his  EicT  and  some 
otye  Board  that  ye  UVeuch  at  Canada  are  providinjf 
ffitteen  hundred  paiM  of  Snow  Shews, 

"Ordered,  that  ye  Mayor  aud  Ma;,'istratC8  of  Al- 
bany seudord"  to  the  Five  Nations  to  briu"  Down 
then-  Wives  and  cliildren  and  old  men,  leasi  y« 
flrench  come  uppon  them  in  the  wiuu-r  aud  none 
to  stay  in  Castles  but  ye  youmj  men.  That  they 
who  come  be  settled  some  at  Cats  kill,  LivioKstous 
land  and  aloujr  ye  rivir  where  they  can  find  cou- 
veniency  to  be  near  us"  &c. 

The  second  record  is  as  follows  : 

"At  a  meeting  &c.  Albany  -li  flcby.  10^ 

Present  P'-  Schuvler,  Mayor  &c. 
Resolved  y'  ye  River  Indians  living  at  Beerc 
Island  and  Catskill  be  Persuaded  to  goe  all  and 
Uve  and  Plant  at  Catskill,  who  will  be  ready  on  all 
occasions  to  be  employed  as  Skouta  or  oywisc 
will  much  Conduce  for  ye  Security  of  our  neigh- 
bors of  ye  County  of  Ulster  by  'their  coutinual 
hunting  and  Ranging  ye  woods',"  &c. 

The  third  meeting  took  place  five  days 
afterward  ;  the  record  we  subjoin  : 

"Albany  ffeby  27,  IC^ 
The  Businesse  being  taken  into  Consideration  i 
Concerning  sending  agents  to  N.  Yorke  aud  New 
England  to  acquaint  theui  of  utfares  here,  and  to 
Desyre  assistance  itc.  Resolve. 1  that  Rynier 
Barents  with  all  convenient  Speed  goe  to  Sopus 
and  there  in  our  name  request  Capt.  Gaston  to  goe 
to  Boston  &c  To  Procure  some  money  and  use  all 
Pressures  Imniaginable  y'  Shii)pers  may  be  Equip- 
ped to  go  to  Canada  and  y'  y«  sJ  Pers'ou  may  b« 
at  Catskill  on  Monday  uight,"  etc. 

Again  :  in  instructions  given  at  this  meet- 
ing, they  say : 

"To  persuade  them  to  equip  ships  to  invade 
Canada  and  to  the  end  that  the  said  jnurney  nisnr 
be  most  speedily  prosecuted,  he  will  please  notify 
said  agent  from  Esoi)us  to  be  next  .Mnudaj'  at 
Catskill  with  Capt.  Oerritt  Teunisc  wiiere  our 
agent  shall  be  to  proceed  together  by  Tachknick 
to  Hartford,  couve^^ing  the  horses  over  from 
Catskill,"  »V:c. 

At  the  same  meeting  it  is  said : 

"You  are  to  goe  with  y«  first  Conveniency  to 
Connecticut  along  with  Capt.  (ierritt  Teunisc' and 
such  person  as  ye  Gent»  of  y*  County  of  Ulster 
shall  appoint  to  join  ye  in  this  busiuesM-  aud  if  no 
such  Person  come  to'Caiskill  as  is  apiioiiited"«Vc. 

Under  date  of  1720,  we  have  a  li.st  of  Free- 
holders of  the  City  and  County  of  Albany, 
which  county  then  included  Schencctatly, 
Kinilerhook,  the  Livingston  Manor,  Clavcr- 
ack,  Coxhacky,  Catskill,  and  otlier  placf.-». 
The  number  of  Freeliolders  for  Coxhacky  and 
CalskiU  are  28,  all  of  the  Dutch  stock,  to  wit 
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Mindert  Schut,  Wessel  Tenbroek,  Wm.  Leffe- 
rese,  Helm  Janse,  Samuel  Van  Vechten,  Gcrrltt 
Van  Bergeu,  Marte  Van  Bergen,  Frank  Salisbury, 
Jn'>-  Brunk,  Minkas  Van  Scbauk,  John  Albortse, 
Arent  Van  Sebank,  Michael  CoUior,  Cornelius  Van 
Woomer,  Jobannis  Halenbcck,  Casper  Halenbcck, 
Jan  Van  Loan,  Jno-  Van  Loan  Jr.,  Abram  Pro- 
vost, Jacob  Tlnlonbeck,  Juo-  Cosperse,  Coonradt 
Hotten,  Philip  Conine,  Jno-  Van  llouseu,  Leonard 
Brunk,  Peter  Brunk,  Isaac  Spoor. 

The  Rev.  CnAS.  Rockwell,  in  his  book 
recently  published,  entitled  "Catskill  Mount- 
ains," &c.,  says  that  De  Veies,  in  sailing  up 
the  Hudson,  April  27,  1G40,  came  toEsopus, 
where  a  creek  emptied,  and  the  Indians  had 
cleared  some  corn  land.  In  the  evening  they 
reached  "the  Catskill,"  vi'here  there  was  some 
open  land  on  which  the  Indians  were  planting 
corn.     In  another  place  he  says  : 

"In  a  petition  of  the  Catskill  Indians  to  the  Hon. 
John  Nanfan,  Lieut.-Governor  and  Commander- 
in-Cliief  of  New  York  in  America,  and  Vice  Ad- 
miral of  the  same,  under  date  of  July  18,  1701, 
they  say,  'We  are  now  two  hundred  fighting  men, 
belonging  to  this  County  of  Albany,  from  (Jatskill 
to  Skachakoop,  and  hope  to  increase  in  a  year's 
time  to  three  hundred.'  They  also  say  that  ninety 
years  since,  Christians  (whites)  came  among  them 
and  spoke  of  the  peace  that  had  ever  been  between 
the  two  races,"  &c. 

This  visit  of  the  white  men  must  have  been 
about  the  yeai'  1611,  and  may  not  have  been 
]  more  than  a  casual  call — perhaps  Hudson's 
party. 

Mr.  Rockwell's  book  also  gives  a  brief 
diary  of  events  attending  the  exploration  of 
the  River  by  Hudson.  Under  date  of  Sept. 
15,  1609,  we  find  : 

"That  as  the  morning  was  misty,  they  anchored 
near  West  Point.  Running  sixty  mUes  up  the 
River,  Hudson  arrived,  near  evening,  opposite  the 
mountains  which  lie  from  the  river  side,  and 
ancliored  near  CatskUl  Landing,  where  he  found 
a  very  loving  people,  and  very  old  men. 

"Sept.  19. — Hudson  sailed  10  leagues  further  up, 
and  anchored  near  where  Albany  now  is.  And 
that  while  Hudson  was  on  his  return,  and  was 
anchored  near  where  the  city  of  Hudson  now  is, 
two  canoes  full  of  Indians  came  up  from  Catskill. 

"Sept.  27. — He  ran  down  the  River  eighteen 
miles,  sailing  past  the  wigwams  of  the  loving 
people'  at  Catskill,  who  were  very  sorrowful  for 
his  departure.  The  wigwams  of  these  'loving 
people'  extended  along  the  River,  through  Ulster 
and  Greene  counties  to  Kuxakee,  or  Coxsackie, 
and  were  called  Esopus  Indians." 

Bancroft  says  Hudson  was  ten  days  ex- 
ploring the  River,  and  upon  his  return  home 
descril)ed  it,  anticipating  its  future,  as  the 
most  beautiful  in  the  world. 

We  can  imagine  the  veteran  Navigator,  as 
he  came  abreast  of  Catskill,  to  have  been 
greatly  impressed  with  its  striking  features, 
as  a  scens  of  great  natural  beauty  ;  and  that, 
mooring  his  little  barque  by  the  side  of  Bom- 
pie's  Hook,  (now  Catskill  JPoint)  he  took  time 


for  a  survey  ;  and  that  he  explored  the  Creek, 
running  up  to  its  navigable  head,  himself  and 
crew  mingling  freely  with  the  red-faces,  bar- 
tering with  them  as  they  might,  game  and  fish 
for  bits  of  u'on  and  beads.  It  must  be  remem- 
bered that  at  this  time  Bompie's  Hook  was  a 
little  island,  covered  with  rich,  fresh,  glisten- 
ing verdure,  and  lay  a  sparkling  gem  in  mid- 
river,  having  no  artificial  connection  with  the 
main-land,  as  now,  to  break  the  harmony  of 
the  waterview.  Round  and  plump  in  fonn  and 
bust,  it  was  the  embodiment  of  beauty,  with 
the  full  breadth  of  the  River  sweeping  its 
three  sides,  while  the  Catskill  Creek  came 
gliding  by  on  the  other.  Just  above,  but  on 
the  opposite  channel,  was  a  sister  island, 
nameless  then,  but  now  "Sand  Plauchy;" 
and  farther  up  was  "Rogers'"  with  "Little 
Creek"  beautifully  creeping  around  its  rear. 
But,  no  doubt,  the  crowning  object  of  interest, 
the  chef  d^ouvre  of  Nature,  in  this  region, 
were  the  Catskill  Mountains, — lying  a  little 
way  Westward,  piled  up  in  grand  sublimity 
against  the  sky,  and  beautifully  outlining  its 
horizon.  Old  as  creation,  there  they  stood, 
seemingly  the  great  Presiding  Deity  of  Natm'e, 
hereabouts,  with  a  numerous  progeny  of  lesser 
gods  and  goddesses  scattered  in  wild  disaiTay 
over  the  country,  in  every  du-ection.  Their 
matchless  contom*,  their  blending  lights  and 
shadows,  then'  deep  gorges  and  mural  cliffs, 
now  clad  in  blue  and  now  in  green,  and  again 
veiled  in  fleecy  or  dense  clouds,  now  resting 
in  all  the  placidity  of  nature,  and  again  echo- 
ing from  their  deep  gulfs  the  I'everberations  of 
the  pending  storm ;  these,  with  other  mercu- 
rial changes  to  which  they  are  subject,  must 
have  powerfully  touched  his  fancy,  or  awoke 
his  wonder. 

It  is  a  noticeable  fact  that  this  moimtain 
region  has  a  penchant  for  storms  ;  it  seems 
to  be  Natvu"e's  battle-ground,  where  the  at- 
mospheric forces  meet  to  settle  differences  and 
adjust  the  equilibriums  of  their  ill  tempers. 
Storms  get  up  and  linger  here,  as  if  the}'  had 
a  Nature's  welcome,  and  beat  and  belabor 
themselves  against  their  rugged  sides,  until, 
exhausted,  they  sullenly  retire,  leaving  the 
field  as  bloodless  as  when  they  came  upon  it. 
We  have  carefully  studied  these  conflicts ; 
how  life-like  !  personating  the  movements  of 
masses  of  men,  marshaling  for  battle.  The 
first  indication,  perhaps,  that  trouble  is  brew- 
ing, may  be  discovered  in  the  som*  and  misty 
face  of  the  venerable  old  chieftain,  Black 
Head.  A  cloud  is  gathering  around  his  brow, 
boding  no  good  to  his  neighbors  ;  soon  others, 
vapory,  and  hardly  able  to  hold  themselves 
together,  are  seen  hovering  about,  like  light 
troops  of  an  army — now  advancing,  now  set- 
tling down,  and  again  lifting,  and  rapidly 
passing  to  new  positions.     In  the  distance 
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are  ponderous,  compact  bodies,  moving  for- 
ward with  all  the  majesty  of  power,  like  heavy 
reserves  of  infantry  and  artilleiy ;  they  come 

boldly  into  the  field,  and  take  the  center. 

High  Peak,  Round  Top,  Black,  Knuckle  and 
Indian  Heads  are  strategic  points,  and  are 
heavily  reinforced.  Every  recess,  gorge  and 
bluff  is  occupied.  A  mysterious  but  ominous 
quiet  prevails.  A  movement  is  now  seen 
upon  one  flank,  and  then  upon  another ;  pre- 
sently the  tempest,  whose  approach  through 
the  numerous  defiles  in  the  rear,  had  not  been 
discovered,  breaks  upon  the  scene  in  inde- 
scribable fury,  striking  almost  simultaneously 
the  several  peaks  of  which  we  have  spoken ;  it 
rushes  frantically  down  their  deep  ravines,  and 
with  fiery,  surging  gusts  twisting  and  unearth- 
ing some  of  the  noblest  standard-bearers  of  the 
forest — followed,  it  may  be,  by  a  deluge  of 
rain,  gorging  the  many  deep  or  shy  rocky 
water-courses  that  seam  the  region  "in  every 
direction. 

The  intonings  of  the  pines  and  fir  trees,  the 
heavy  and  continued  roar  of  the  cascades,  and 
brawlings  of  the  brooks  and  streams — all  pay 
tribute  to  the  occasion.  But  the  paroxysm  is 
often  of  short  duration.  The  loud  thunder  that 
shook  these  massive  mountains  to  their  foun- 
I  dations  dies  away  in  the  distance — cloud  after 
^  cloud,  breaking  into  divisions,  gently  lift 
*  themselves  and  sail  away,  gradually  melting 
in  the  presence  of  the  sun,  as  if  glad  to  be 
quit  of  such  a  scene ;  while  others,  majesti- 
cally rising  to  the  summit,  to  lie  there,  as  if 
to  say  '  'the  field  is  ours,  we  leave  it  at  our 
pleasure. "  The  sun,  ever  emblematic  of  bless- 
ings, now  sends  in  its  gorgeous  rays,  and,  as 
the  scene  unveils  itself,  reveals  peace  and 
beauty  in  every  lineament  and  dimple  of  Dame 
Nature's  face. 

The  appearance  of  these  wild  regions  after 
a  storm  is  not,  to  us,  very  attractive.  Though 
they  stand  out  in  a  bold  and  strong  light,  and 
are  dressed  iu  deepest  green,  yet  they  have  a 
swept  and  garnished  look,  as  if,  after  the  lus- 
tration they  have  received,  they  need  an  entire 
change  of  apparel.  They  are  stiff  and  prim, 
with  all  the  atmospheric  tissues  drained  off, 
leaving  nothing  behind  but  ligid  bone  and 
i  muscle.  The  coloring  is  too  decided  and  mii- 
form,  and  is  set  on  without  a  touch  of  genius. 
It  is  only  after  Nature  has  renewed  her  pro- 
cesses of  thickening  up  the  atmosphere,  and 
hazing  and  subduing  its  glare,  blending  tint 
with  color,  that  they  realize  their  highest  style 
of  beauty  ;  then  nothing  can  be  more  exqui- 
site. There  lies,  then,  spread  over  them  an 
serial  drapery  of  delicate  texture,  and  <jf  a 
peculiar  grayish  cast,  producing  a  singularly 
beautiful  atmospheric  effect,  vexingly  mystify- 


,  mg  every^  object  seen  through  it,  and,  in  favor- 
able states  of  the  air,  penciling  it  withdeUcate 
sun-hght,  or  streaking  it  like  veined  marble. 


We  think  we  have  redeemed  our  purpose  to 
establish  the  early  settlement  of  the  Catskill 
region.  First,  we  have  the  diMcoveri/  by 
Hudson,  in  1609,  then  of  its  visitation  by  D'b 
ViUKs,  1640,  in  which  he  speaks  of  it  an 
"Catskill."  Then  comes  its  actual  acquisition 
and  possession,  through  grants  autl  patents, 
as  early  as  1647,  when  fierce  contests  arose 
between  various  proprietors  with  respect  to 
ownership,  sharpened,  n<j  doubt,  by  the  dis- 
covery of  gold  in  the  adjacent  mountains. — 
Then  we  have  the  fact  that  memb<-rs  of  the 
Van  VEcnxEN  family,  now  li\-ing  in  our  midst, 
have  knowledge  that  their  gnat  ancestor, 
Derrick  Teunissk,  or  Dihck  Teinw  Van 
Vecuten  settled  here  in  16bl,  or  1682,  upon 
the  farm  which  has  ever  since,  until  recently, 
been  in  their  possession. 

And  now  we  have  to  say  that  if  Catskill, 
having  an  early  start,  has  not  kept  pace  with  the 
"march  of  progress,"  it  is  owing  to  causes 
which  we  shall  briefly  state  :  The  completion 
of  the  Erie  Canal,  about  the  year  1825,  ojiened 
up  an  Empire  of  rich,  cheap  and  accessible  J 
country,  towards  which  emigration  imin^nli- 
ately  commenced  to  flow;  other  stupendous 
works  soon  followed,  penetrating  North  and 
West,  tlu-ough  the  then  Territories,  still  cheap- 
ening lands,  building  up  communities,  and 
attracting  to  them  the  enterprising,  and  those 
in  moderate  circumstances,  for  the  bettering 
of  their  condition.  Every  town  U[H>n  the 
Hudson,  as  well  as  the  entire  East,  fell  the 
drain  thus  created,  and  measurably  ceased  to 
grow.  But  a  compensating  element  was  in 
due  time  introduced,  to  repair  the  waste  in 
part,  so  far  as  the  River  towns  were  concerned. 
As  the  West  grew,  its  alnuulaiU  i>roduct9  sought 
as  their  chief  market.  New  York  City.  This, 
in  turn,  was  wonderfully  ilevelo|K'd ;  its  grow  th 
being  without  a  parallel.  Prices  of  foot!, 
rents,  and  almost  everything  that  enlentl  into 
the  expenses  of  living,  were  corresp<nulingIy 
increased.  Its  people  soon  found  that  they 
could  carry  on  their  business  in  the  city,  and 
at  the  same  time  provide  a  cheaper  living  for 
their  families  in  the  countrj-.  They  at  once 
spread  out — going  into  Connrclieut,  and  New 
Jersey,  and  by  means  of  steamers  to  N't  wburgh 
and  Poughkeepsie.  But,  upon  the  conipli'tion 
of  the  Hudson  River  Railroad,  the  tid»-  lM-<-ame 
continuous  from  the  city  up  tin-  stream, 
filling  the  line  of  the  road  first  to  Hustings — 
thence  to  Yonkers,  Tarrj'town,  Sing  Sin/j, 
Peekskill,    Fishkill— then   to    Kingston   and 


U- 


18 


5; 

HlTWl 


EARLY  SETTLEMENT 


OF  CATSKILL. 


^S§ 


Rhinebeck,  and  finally  this  ground-swell  of 
New  York  touched  Catskill.  For  the  future, 
we  may  safely  calculate  that  a  certain  class  of 
its  people  will  flow  here,  both  for  a  transient 
and  a  pennanent  residence.  The  attractions 
of  this  region  insure  for  it  the  attentions  of  all 
true  lovers  of  nature.  Irving,  Cooper,  Willis, 
Park  Benjamin,  Bayard  Taylor — and  not 
the  least,  our  own  lamented  Cole — have  en- 
riched it,  and  themselves  as  well,  in  writing 
of  it ;  speaking  of  it  not  as  a  land  of  dead 
levels,  where  the  eye  seeks  in  vain  for  boun- 
daries, and  where  the  mind  tires  of  monotony, 
but  as  one  of  endless  dislocations :  as  if  in 
Nature's  crucible  whole  regions  had  been 
melted  down  and  poured  out  over  the  land- 
scape, forming  huge  hillocks  and  mountains 
of  rocks  and  earth ;  where  the  water-springs  and 
brooks  do  not  lie  dead  in  slimy  pools,  but 
come  gushing,  bubbling,  leaping  from  their 
lofty  mountain  sources  down  break-neck  preci- 
pices, and  over  and  ai'ound  huge  boulders,  and 
through  mossy  glens  that  never  saw  the  sun ; 
tearing  their  way  along  as  if  they  were  a 
power,  as  indeed  they  are,  and  as  we  happen 
to  know,  from  some  sad  experiences. 

Let  us,  by  way  of  contrast,  bring  the  Past 
and  Present  before  us — going  back,  from 
to-day  to  the  time  when  Hudson  and  his 
'  crew  came  here,  say  in  1809  or  1810.  The 
V  River-banks  were  then  palisaded  with  dense 
forests,  giants  in  growth  ;  the  Creek,  which 
here  makes  its  entree  to  the  River,  was 
lined  after  the  same  fashion,  its  banks  inter- 
spersed with  the  luxm-iant  gTowth  of  un- 
subdued nature  ;  the  streams  were  filled  with 
fish  and  water-fowl,  who  lived  their  quiet, 
untamed  life,  except  as  they  were  disturbed 
by  the  red  man.  The  Indian,  whose  origin 
and  advent  here,  or  upon  the  Continent,  has 
never  been  revealed,  was  the  anomaly  of 
Nature.  He  was  the  undisputed  lord  of  this 
wild  domain,  and  held  his  title  from  the  Great 
Spirit.  Wilder  than  Natm-e,  whose  child  he 
was,  he  roamed  at  pleasure — dark,  relentless, 
passionate,  shall  we  say?  No,  not  wholly 
so ;  he  was  at  times  generous,  hospitable, 
honest,  contemplative,  and  religious  in  his 
way,  and  was   moving  in  the   sphere   that 


Natm'e  had  prescribed  for  him.     His  dog,  his    j 
birch  canoe,  his  bow  and  aiTows,  his  pipe  and   I 
tomahawk  and  scalping-knife   all  of  stone,    ] 
were  the  implements  by  which  he  gained  his 
living,  carried  on  commerce,  and  made  war. 
Strings  of  beads  and  shells,  called  wampum, 
were  his  money,  and  his  ornaments.     The 
panther,  the  bear  and  the  deer  lay  crouched    ■ 
aromid  his  wigwam  at  night,  or  met  him  on    ' 
his  path  by  day.     His  morals  were  the  utter-   j 
ances  of  his  own  wild  instincts.  1 

Such  were  the  greetings  extended  to  the 
white  man  upon  his  introduction  here.  Now 
mark  the  change.  Civilization  sat  down  to  ; 
its  work  of  conquest  with  feeble  hands,  and 
with  no  great  expectation  of  results  commen- 
surate to  the  trials  she  was  to  encounter.  Yet, 
the  great  transformation  was  initiated ;  step 
by  step  she  encroached  upon  the  useless  waste 
around  her.  The  iron  at  once  took  the  place 
of  stone  in  the  mechanic  arts  ;  the  birch  canoe 
yielded  to  the  gallant  barque  that,  through 
storm  and  tempest,  had  crossed  the  briny  main ; 
the  inventions  known  in  the  Old  World  for  a 
thousand  years  supplanted  the  crude  ideas  and 
contrivances  that  had  not  advanced  human 
condition  beyond  a  mere  existence  ;  the  dense 
forests  were  swept  back  from  the  banks  of  the 
streams,  and  in  time  full  pastm-es  and  rich 
meadows,  and  smiling  fields  of  grain,  with  ^ 
flocks  and  herds,  rose  as  if  by  magic  on  the  « 
scene;  habitations,  with  living  streams  of  men, 
women  and  children  pouriug  from  them, 
tlireading  its  thoroughfares,  and  gliding  in 
busy  commerce  upon  its  waters,  were  every- 
where visible.  The  creating  hand  of  art,  the 
spirit  power  of  mind,  the  sturdy  labor  of  agri- 
culture and  mechanics,  the  ceaseless  stir  of 
commerce,  broke  upon  the  ear  of  spell-bound 
nature  that  had  never  heard  the  like. 

The  men  who  in  the  Father-land  had  dealt 
staggering  blows  to  intolerancy  and  tyranny, 
had  come  here  to  replevy  this  land  from  sav- 
age beast,  and  more  savage  man ;  and  here, 
under  the  inspiration  of  free  nature,  to  begin 
anew  the  work  of  life.  Long  may  that  hfe 
pulsate. 

Catskill,  July  1,  1868. 
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"The  Cedaes,"  Jtt.y  2d,  1868. 

Editor  Recorder — I  notice  that  you  are 
operating  a  little  '  'outside  of  the  Constitution. " 
and  as  I  have  been  wayfaring  some  time  "on 
that  line,"  perhaps  it  may  be  pleasant  for  us 
to  journey  on  together  for  a  space,  and  gather 
new  life,  and  fresh  thoughts,  from  the  delight- 
ful walks  and  rural  beauties  which  do  so  en- 
chcle  yom-  ancient  Village. 

Let  us  now  lay  aside  Books  that  make  us 
gTey,  and  Care  that  bows  our  shoulders  down 

"And  leave  the  vain,  low  strife 

That  makes  men  mad — the  tug  for  wealth  and 

power, 
The  passions  and  the  cares  that  wither  life, 
And  waste  its  little  hour — 

and  lift  up  our  eyes  to  the  hills,  the  green  trees, 
the  mossy  rocks,  the  babbling  brooks,  the 
shaded  paths  —  from  whence  cometh  our 
strength. 

Passing  the  famous  Catskill  Bridge,  whose 
architectural  beauties  (?)  have  been  so  often 
alluded  to  in  prose  and  verse,  and  which,  it  is 
'  reverently  believed  by  many,  owes  its  remark- 
able preservation  from  winds,  and  Hoods,  and 
icebergs,  to  the  benediction  pronounced  on  that 
spot  by  Dr.  Portee,  some  sixty  years  ago — 

I  say,  passing  this  memorable  structure, 
which  no  great  man  from  abroad  ever  passes 
without  pausing  several  times,  and  taking  off 
his  hat ;  and  which  no  resident  of  the  country, 
hereabouts,  ever  passes  without  stopping,  and, 
putting  his  hand  in  his  pocket,  in  a  solemn, 
meditative  mood,  so  characteristic  of  the  an- 
cestral burghers  who  subdued  this  part  of  our 
■wilderness  world,  and  who  have  been  embalm- 
ed in  perpetual  remembrance  by  my  old  friend 
DiEDEicn  Kkxokeebockke — 

I  say,  passing  this  wonderful  work — which, 
if  it  had  been  a  tree,  would  have  been  the 
trysting-tree  for  several  generations  of  lovers — 
but,  being  a  bridge,  it  has  been  a  "bridge  of 
sighs"  from  "a  time  whereof  the  memory  of 
man  runneth  not  to  the  contrary."  Unlike 
Lord  Byeon's  bridge,  there  is  not 

"A  palace  and  a  prison  on  each  hand," 

but  at  this  date  good  Mr.  Sax  takes  toll  at  one 
end  of  it,  and  Cuaelie  Abeel  is  waiting  for 
what  there  is  left  of  you  at  the  other. 

I  say,  passing  this  primeval  edifice,  which, 
with  all  its  faults,  has  a  beautiful  picture  for 
the  eye:  the  look-out  to  the  North,  an  expanse 
of  water,  verdant  banks  and  pastures  green ; 


and  the  view  toward  the  South— a  lake  bathiu" 
the  promontory  of  "Hopp's-nose,"  a  point 
which  your  townsman,  Mr.  Fkedehick  Cooke, 
has  chosen  for  his  "family -seat,"  and  where 
he  is  dohig  noble  duty  in  beautifying  the  land- 
scape, and  in  introducing  to  the  people  the 
rare  and  delicious  fruits  and  i)roduets  of  tlic 
noil.  I  may  tell  you  a  storv,  some  time, 
about  Hopp,  the  Indian,  fro'm  \\\um\  Mr. 
Cooke's  plantation  derives  its  name  ;  how  he 
lived,  loved,  and  finally  passed  away  to  the 
happy  hunting  grounds;  but,  let  us  now,  if 
possible,  get  across  the  bridge. 

I  say,  passing  this  ancient  water-span,  you 

take  what  was  called,  when  I  was  a  b(n-,  "The 
Little  Delawai-e  Turnpike  road,"  and  walk  in- 
dustriously until  you  reach  the  first  important 
range  of  hills  West  of  the  Village  ;  these  are 
the  Calderberghs — or,  as  .some  insist,  and  per- 
haps properiy,  "the  Callaljarrachs"— a-scend- 
ing  the  hill  by  the  road,  you  have  a  fine  view 
of  the  Village  and  the  River ;  and  as  you  pass 
on,  and  just  at  the  point  where  you  lose  sight , 
of  the  Village,  you  take  a  wood-road  at  the 
left,  and  in  a  few  minutes  are  at  the  summit, 
where  a  beautiful  prospect  is  spread  out  before 
you. 

Standing  at  this  point,  with  grounded  arms, 
(Feed.  Comfort's  laminated  steel;  "many  a 
time,  and  oft,"  it  has  thrilled  me  with  an  ex- 
quisite joy  to  see  Aurora  decking  the  purjjled 
clouds  with  gold,  and  to  welcome  the  great 
and  benignant  source  of  light  and  heat,  as  he 
came  with  glittering  vesture,  "rejoicing  in  the 
East."  Here  are  the  pure  airs  of  morning, 
and  sounds — the  songs  of  birds — sweeter  than 
fabled  Memnon  ever  gave. 

Looking  East,  the  prosi)ect  includes  a  large 
extent ;  you  notice  the  well  tilled  lields  of  the 
thrifty  farmers  of  the  Great  Embought,  waving 
their  wealth  of  grass,  antl  grain.  The  hill 
directly  before  you  is  called  "the  Kykeout," 
or  Beacon  Hill,  where  fires  were  lighted,  in 
early  times,  to  give  notice  to  the  early  burghers 
of  the  approach  of  the  Indians.  The  level 
wooded  plot  of  land  near  which  the  "Em- 
bought  House"  stands,  is  called  "the  Hauver- 
plaut. "  The  eye  wanders  on,  and  R-ache.s  llie 
noble  Kiver,  which  it  traces  many  miles — llie 
mirror  of  the  morning  sun.  Across  the  River 
are  seen  the  abuudant  fields  of  Columllil^  luid 
beyond  all  the  eye  rests  upon,  the  gretiu  hills 
of  Connecticut. 
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By  the  way,  speaking  of  the  Kykeout,  this 
is  the  ancient  family -seat  of  the  Overbagus. 
An  unpretending  stone  dwelling,  standing  near 
the  Easterly  side  of  the  hill,  is  the  "old  roof 
tree."  It  is  now  occupied,  I  believe,  by  Mr. 
Lewis  Ovekbagh,  a  worthy  descendant  of  a 
worthy  ancestry. 

John  Peter  Ovekbagh  emigrated  from  Hol- 
land, and  settled  at  this  point  in  the  year  1722. 
He  pm-chased,  and  owned  at  the  time  of  his 
death  (which  occmred  in  the  year  1734)  quite 
a  large  tract  of  land,  including  the  farms  now 
owned  by  Lewis  Ovekbagh,  Jonas  Ham,  James 
P.  Ovekbagh,  Fkancis  Stouy,  and  other  lands. 
Tradition  has  but  little  to  say  of  John  Peter, 
except  that  he  died  young,  leaving  three  boys: 
John,  John  Jere,  and  Christian  ;  and  from 
these  three  the  Ovekbagh  family  of  this  sec- 
tion of  country  claim  theu*  descent. 

John,  son  of  John  Peter,  cultivated  his  an- 
cestral acres,  and  died,  leaving  sons  Peter 
and  Abraham. 

Abraham,  grand-son  of  John  Peter,  died, 
leaving  sons  John  A. ,  Abraham  and  Peter. 

John  A.,  great-grand-son  of  John  Peter, 
married  Sally  Dederick,  of  the  Bockover, 
and,  after  a  life  of  usefulness  and  virtue,  and 
at  a  good  old  age,  died,  leaving  sons  John  A., 
William,  Peter,  Lyman  and  Addison. 
^  John  A.  is  now  beyond  sixty,  but  his  is 
such  a  genial  temper  that  I  only  wish  he  could 
live  to  see  sixty  years  more.  My  old  friend, 
JVIr.  JuDSON  Wilcox,  says  of  him,  that  he  is 
the  most  inexorable  fox-hunter  on  record ; 
that  he  will  fairly  "hole  the  fox,"  and  then 
set  down  and  smoke  him  out  1 

The  sons  of  John  A.  are  Charles,  recently 
a  hardware  merchant  of  Poughkeepsie,  and 
George  B.,  now  of  the  Hudson  River  Rail- 
road— both  active,  honorable  men. 

The  descendants  of  John  Jere,  son  of  John 
Peter,  are  numerous,  embracing  in  the  list 
Peter,  his  sister,  the  wife  of  James  Johns- 
ton of  Kiskatom,  Frederick,  father  of  Mrs. 
Francis  Story,  and  Rachel,  the  mother  of 
the  Friar  family,  of  your  Village. 

The  descendants  of  CnRiSTiAif,  son  of  John 
Peter,  are  also  numerous.  Christian  was 
killed  while  getting  out  wood  on  the  Hauver- 
plaut,  and  left  sons  Peter,  Isaac  and  Benja- 
min. Peter,  son  of  CiiRiSTi^ij^,  left  sons  James 
and  Christian  ;  and  James,  son  of  Peter, 
left  son  Peter,  the  father  of  James  P. ,  the  pre- 
sent popular  host  of  the  "Embought  House." 

Isaac,  son  of  Christian,  was  a  great  hunter. 
He  died  some  thirty  years  ago.  In  his  palmy 
days,  the  red  deer  were  abundant  hereabouts — 
but  the  story  of  his  adventures  would  be  too 
long  to  teU.     Suffice  it  to  say  that  he  educated 


our  good  friend  John  A.    to  the  chase,  and 
taught  him  how  to  "bring  the  stag  to  bay." 

The  ancestry  of  the  Overbaghs  rest  in  the 
orchai'd.  East  of  the  Kykeout — "dust  to  dust, 
ashes  to  ashes."  I  cannot  look,  from  this 
lofty  seat,  upon  their  narrow  house,  without 
thinking  that  all  the  ambitions  of  life  ai'e  vain 
and  useless — 

"The  boast  of  heraldry— the  pomp  of  power — 
And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave — 

Await  alike  the  inevitable  hour ; 
The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave." 

And  yet,  there  is  within  me  a  thought — a 
conviction — that  fi'om  out  the  wi'eck  of  that 
mortal  embodiment  by  which  we  are  known 
in  this  world,  there  will  ai-ise  an  individuality — 
or,  as  Doctor  Butler  has  termed  it,  "a  con- 
scious being" — which,  having  passed  through 
all  the  vicissitudes  of  life  and  death  unscathed, 
undimmed  and  undefiled^  will  enter  the  Pre- 
sence of  the  Just  and  Perfect  of  all  centmles, 
and  put  on  the  gai'ments  of  immortal  youth. 

Alas !  for  him  who  never  sees 
The  stars  shiue  through  his  cypress  trees ; 
Who,  hopeless,  lays  his  dead  away, 
Nor  looks  to  see  the  breaking  day 
Across  the  mournful  marble  play ! 
Who  hath  not  learned  in  hours  of  faith, 

The  truth  to  flesh  and  sense  unknown, 
That  Life  is  ever  lord  of  Death, 

And  Love  can  never  lose  its  own." 

But  we  have,  perhaps,  been  looking  toward 
the  East  too  long ;  the  sun  has  passed  f ai- 
down  the  West,  and  now 

"To  yonder  mountain  turns  the  musing  eye, 
Whose  sun-bright  summit  mingles  with  the  sky." 

Stepping  fi'om  the  spot  where  we  welcomed 
the  morning,  across  a  comparatively  level  plot, 
covered  in  part  by  great  hemlocks — which,  to 
our  venerable  friend  Col.  Pratt,  are  far  more 
beautiful  than  the  cedars  of  Lebanon — in  a 
few  moments  we  reach  a  precipice,  from 
which,  looking  over  a  wilderness  of  leaves, 
we  have  an  uninterrupted  view  of  the  grand 
old  mountain — 

"As  some  tall  clifl"  that  lifts  its  awful  form, 
Swells  from  the  vale,  and  midway  leaves  the  storm ; 
Though  round  its  breast  the  roUing  clouds  are 

spread, 
Eternal  sunshine  settles  on  its  head." 

Calm,  and  bright,  and  beautiful — this  is  a 
pictm-e  to  be  ever  graven  on  the  memory,  and 
treasured  always.  Heart-pictures  (so  to  speak) 
with  me  are  realities  ;  more  fixed,  certain  and 
enduring  than  the  objects  from  which  they 
are  taken. 

The  coming  days  will  change  the  outward 
vesture  of  the  mountain ;  the  Summer  will 
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develope  its  wealth  of  green;  the  Autumn 
will  clothe  it  with  russet  and  red,  and  the  Win- 
ter will  strip  it  of  its  loveliness,  and  cause  it 
to  stand  clothed  with  ices  and  snows.  Change 
is  written  on  every  rock,  and  every  tree.  The 
mountain  is  a  monument  to  all  that  is  varialile ; 
it  is  the  habitation  of  aU  extremes.  Here  is 
the  abode  of  all  loveliness,  and  all  deformity, 
in  Nature  ;  here  the  zephyr  breathes  at  even- 
tide, and  here  the  tempest  wrings  th(;  pines  at 
midnight ;  here  the  Summer  suns  look  lovingly, 
and  here  the  Winter-blasts  and  storm-clouds 
gather. 


These  arc  not  the  mountains  of  the  heart- 
tfic!/  are  always  sure  and  steadfast ;  tlicir  nnks 
cnmible  not,  neither  do  their  trees  full  from 
age  ;  pure  waters  sparkle  in  all  their  for-'c-s  • 
sweet  winds  gather  in  all  their  glens-  They 
stand  m  beauty  along  the  horizon  of  Meinorj- 
m  the  midst  of  perijctual  Summer,  whose 
lights  of  the  morning  and  of  the  evening 
gather  upon  them,  and  wreutli.-  them  in  rol)e« 
of  white,  and  gold,  and  amethyst. 
FaitlifuUy  Yours, 

GEORGE  VANDERHAVEN. 


WALKS    AND    T  A  L  K  S.-No.  II. 


'•The  Cedaeb,"  July  15,1868. 

Editor  Recorder — How  beautiful  upon 
the  mountains  are  the  feet  of  Him  that  bring- 
eth  good  tidings  : — that  i)ublisheth  Peace  1 
The  morning  sun  is  again  gilding  the  lofty 
mountain  tops,  and  I  am  musing  among  the 
trees. 

I  "The  groves  were  God's  first  temples,  ere  ra:in 

'  learned 

To  hew  the  shaft,  and  lay  the  architrave, 
*    H=    *    «    * .  JQ  jj^g  darkling  wood, 
Amidst  the  cool  and  silence  he  knelt  down." 

Leaving  the  crest  of  the  Callabarrach,  our 
path  leads  in  a  circuitous  course  towards  "the 
Straka"* — passing  South  through  the  "Straka 
Clove,"  you  notice  on  either  hand  precipitous 
banks,  while  overhead,  umbrageous  elms,  and 
stately  pines  and  hemlocks  interlace,  and  form 
an  arch  of  refreshing  shade  and  coolness.  You 
notice,  also,  the  rock  twisted  in  a  thousand 
quaint  and  curious  shapes,  and  grey  with  the 
mists  of  the  ages.  Idling  along,  we  presently 
see  before  us  a  beautiful  valley,  skirted  with 
ancient  trees,  and  a  stream  of  pure  water  run- 
ning through  the  midst. 

This  is  the  Straka.  In  Summer  it  is  dry — 
affording  pasturage  for  numerous  cattle  ;  but 
in  Winter,  or  in  seasons  of  unusual  rains,  it 
is  often  filled  with  water,  forming  a  lak(! 
among  the  hills,  which,  if  it  is  not  so  exten- 
sive as  Loch  Katrine,  it  is  not  the  less  pic- 
turesque and  romantic.  Few  people  who 
water  their  horses  at  the  fountain  near  tlie 
house  of  Mr.  Jacob  Person,  on  the  Saugerties 
road,  know  that  the  sparkling  waters  which 
there  leap  from  the  rock,  have  passed  from 
the  Straka  down  through  the  caverns  of  the 
hill.     I  have  often  wished  that  I  had  the 


*  From  the  Dutch  word  Streck — a  course. 
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strength  of  a  IIejjoli.es,  that  I  might  roll 
away  the  great  stones  that  intercept  the  waterw 
at  the  outlet,  and  trace  this  ancient  water- 
course in  its  windings  among  the  rocks  ;  for 
I  am  persuaded  that  within  tlie  hidden  reee.H.s«-s 
of  the  hill  there  are  lakes  and  M-aterfall.>i — and 
caves,  surpassing  in  extent  and  beauty  the 
cavern  wherein  Highland  Donald  iiantinet*-*! , 
with  the  famous  Captain  Wavkhly,  langsyne.  ' 
Associated  with  the  Straka  are  many  piea.-*- 
ant  memories.  It  lias  been  the  attnil-tion  of 
many  a  Summer  and  Winter  ranilile,  with 
chosen  friends — lovers  of  Nature  in  all  lier 
visible  forms — some  of  whom  are 

"Now  bathed  within  the  fadcle.^s  grcon 
And  holy  peace  of  Paradise." 

I  recollect  visiting  this  spot,  many  years 
ago,  in  company  with  a  cherished  frieml,  the 
late  John  Adam.s,  of  your  Village.  We  in- 
tended to  bring  home  with  us  grey  s<|nirrels, 
and  all  manner  of  things  of  a  wild  natim-. 
We  separated,  wandered  far,  and  botii  got  lost. 
Chance  finally  led  my  weary  feet  to  the  Stnika, 
where  I  found  Mr.  Adams  strelehed  u|M)n  :i 
shaded  bank,  fast  asleep.  He  .«aid  that  he 
had  walked  these  woods  for  more  than  thirty 
years,  and  had  never  lieeii  lr)st  before;  but 
Vandal  hands  had  so  encroached  \\\^oi\  the  for- 
ests that  he  did  not  recogni/e  the  old  familiar 
places. 

Your  wood-chopper  is  es.scntially  a  first  cla.<w 
Vandal.  For  paltry  ]iresent  gJiin,  he  sjioil.s 
his  inheritance  ;  and,  in  i>laee  of  the  irrantl 
old  forests  which  in  the  near  future  will  Ik-  of 
immense  value,  he  leaves  a  rugginl  di>solation. 

But,  let  us  not  tarn-  too  long  at  the  Strnka; 
our  horse  is  wailing  i'or  us  at  the  brow  of  the 
hill,  near  the  brick  school-hou.se,  whither  w« 
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will  direct  our  steps,  and  look  once  more 

toward  the  East. 

Airived  at  the  summit,  we  have  before  us 
a  charming  picture — productive  farms,  and 
peaceful  cottages  nestling  among  the  trees  ;  a 
garden  receding  to  the  Hudson,  and  bathed  in 
its  sparkling  waters.  Here  are  the  homesteads 
of  the  Posts,  the  Trumpbouks,  the  Bukgets, 
the  Van  Ordens,  the  Wtnkoops,  the  Dumonds 
of  old,  and  others,  to  all  of  whom  my  space 
will  not,  at  present,  allow  me  to  refer  more 
at  length. 

Standing  at  this  point,  traditions  of  a  race 
who  camped  upon  these  lands  long  before  title 
deeds  were  known,  come  crowding  thick  upon 
me.  This  was  their  favorite  "look-out,"  and 
it  is  within  the  memory  of  many  residing  in 
this  vicinity,  that  considerable  bauds,  remnants 
of  the  Oneidas,  and  other  Indian  tribes,  peri- 
odically visited  this  spot,  bringing  their  wives 
and  their  little  ones  with  them,  to  look  upon 
the  land  where  their  fathers  triumphed  in  the 
chase,  and  which  now  contains  their  sacred 
ashes.  In  fact,  the  practice  was  continued 
until  a  recent  date,  but  it  is  now  believed  that 
the  Savage  has  taken  his  last  view  of  these 
old  hunting-grounds,  and  that  they  exist  in 
his  traditions  merely  as  an  Ai'cadian  dream- 
land, wherein  his  ancestors,  like  goodly  knights, 
did  noble  battle  for  beauty,  truth  and  father- 
1  land. 

Some  of  yom-  readers  will  recollect  "Ben.,  " 
one  of  the  Oneida  tribe.  He  pitched  his  tent 
on  this  spot  for  the  last  time  some  forty  years 
since.  Wrinkled,  and  grey,  and  bent  with 
the  weight  of  a  hundred  years,  he  had  traveled 
far  to  look  once  more  from  this  eminence 
upon  the  noble  River — upon  the  land  in  which 
his  youth  delighted,  and  to  pass  in  review 
memories  of  "long  ago,"  His  last  appear- 
ance near  this  spot  was  of  a  Summer  evening, 
with  a  Bible  in  his  hand,  whose  sacred  prom- 
ises had  tilled  his  mind  with  rapturous  visions 
of  a  life  beyond  the  rolling  clouds. 

Passing  Westward  oiu"  good  steed  brings  us 
to  the  "Old  King's  Road,"  so  termed,  because 
it  dates  back  to  Colonial  times,  and  was  the 
only  highway  on  the  West  shore,  between  the 
sea-board  and  the  settlements  in  the  interior. 
Over  this  road,  in  Revolutionary  days,  were 
drawn  the  "implements  of  war  and  subjuga- 
tion" with  which  our  gracious  King  George 
sought  to  coerce  his  rebellious  children. 

Continuing  on,  we  reach,  in  a  short  time,  a 
place  called  "the  Bockover,"  deriving  its 
name  fi'om  a  knoll  shaped  like  an  oven,  situ- 
ated on  the  old  homestead  of  the  Abeel  fam- 
ily, near  the  Cauterskill.  As  we  approach 
the  stream,  wo  notice  on  the  left  the  dweUmg 
of  Zachariah  Dederick.  It  stands  upon  the 
site  of  an  ancient  stone  house,  which  had  been 
the  homestead  of  the  Dederick  family  for 


nearly  two  hundred  years,  and  was  demolished 
some  twenty  years  ago. 

Around  this  spot  cluster  many  interestng 
traditions,  concerning  both  the  white  and  the 
red  men,  A  short  distance  from  the  road  is 
a  natm-al  stone  tent,  in  which  still  exist  the 
coals  and  ashes  of  ancient  council  fii'es;  while 
in  the  hill  are  depressions  and  mounds,  wherein 
tradition  says  the  Indian  "housed  his  corn." 

Diuing  "the  times  that  tried  men's  souls," 
the  Bockover  was  often  sought  as  a  place  of 
refuge  from  the  rapacity  of  the  British,  who 
spread  terror  among  the  inhabitants  along  the 
banks  of  the  River,  Here  they  deposited 
their  goods,  and  valuables,  and  rested  in  com- 
pai'ative  quiet  and  safety. 

Across  the  stream  is  the  old  family-seat  of 
the  Abeels,  a  stone  dwelling,  built  nearly 
a  hundred  years  before  the  Revolution,  still 
braves  the  winds  and  storms  of  Time,  At 
this  place,  David  and  Anthony  Abeel  were 
seized  by  the  Indians,  in  the  War  of  the  Rev- 
olution, and  marched  off  to  Canada  ;  but  the 
story  of  their  adventures — is  it  not  already 
written  in  the  books  of  Dr.  Murdock,  and 
Mr,  Rockwell? 

Our  course  is  toward  the  Mountains,  to-day, 
and  as  the  sun  is  already  waning,  we  must 
not  loiter  too  long  by  the  way,  A  brisk  drive 
brings  us  to  "the  Clove,"  and  we  ascend  f 
leism'ely,  discovering  new  beauties  at  eveiy 
step.  As  we  approach  the  summit,  we  stop 
occasionally,  and  look  back  upon  the  glitter- 
ing hills  below.  Radiant  clouds  are  moving 
slowly  away  from  the  summit,  and  taking 
position  upon  a  weird  and  fantastic  cloud- 
bank  in  the  South.  A  film  of  dreamy  haze 
surrounds  the  Easterly  exposure  of  the  moun- 
tain ;  while  toward  the  West  the  sun  is  shim- 
mering through  the  trees,  and  lacing  the  pines 
with  gold.  Far  below  our  feet  the  cool  and 
sparkling  mountain  stream  is  still  murmuring 
onward  toward  the  sea — the  same  as  when  the 
painted  savage  slaked  his  thirst,  or  the  red 
deer's  fawn  mirrored  his  diamond  eyes  in  its 
waters. 

Along  the  route  are  great  rocks  and  myste- 
rious Im-king-places,  from  which,  we  are  as- 
sured, that  in  the  "good  old  days"  grim  and 
warUke  sentinels  issued,  to  the  terror  of  the 
unprotected  horseman  whose  duties  called  him 
through  this  ancient  pass.  Alas,  how  changed ! 
for  in  all  this  wild  and  solitary  place  no  war- 
like sound  is  heard,  save  an  occasional  love- 
spat  between  high-born  "lads  and  lassies," 
who  are  "doing"  the  Mountains,  preparatory 
to  appearing,  with  their  wedding  garments  on, 
in  the  gas  and  glory  of  the  drawing-rooms  of 
the  metropolis. 

Onward  and  upward  leads  the  way ;  the 
summit  is  reached,  and,  without  stopping  on 
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oui-  way,  at  this  time,  to  partake  of  the  gen- 
erous hospitalities  of  the  "Laurel  House,"  or 
the  liberal  cheer  of  the  "Mountain  House," 
we  press  on,  by  de^'ious  paths,  to  the  South 
Mountain,  where,  before  the  day  is  spent,  we 
must  look  once  more  toward  the  East.  The 
prospect  is  at  once  beautiful  and  grand — it  is 
something  to  be  felt  aud  appreciated,  but 
language  is  too  poor  for  any  ack'quate  descrip- 
tion of  it.  Let  us,  therefore,  enjoy  the  beauties 
and  sentiments  of  the  scene,  aud  I  will  brietly 
trace  upon  this  vast  panorama  some  of  the 
Imes  "where  the  pleasant  places  be." 

Away  to  the  North  of  your  Village  is  the 
High  Hill,  Avith  the  "Long  Lockie,"  a  lake 
of  purest  water,  nestling  in  its  bosom.  Your 
jaded  man  of  care  maj'  there  tind  a  taste  of 
bonny  Scotland's  air,  or  England's  Windermere. 

To  the  Eaet,  across  the  lliver,  the  walk  leads 
you  to  the  Green  Hill,  ascending  which,  you 
look  down  upon  the  ancient  Manor  of  the 
Livingstons,  and  upon  a  thousand  fruitful 
fields,  and  peaceful  homes. 

To  the  West,  with  rod  and  line,  you  drop 
your  fly  in  the  cool  streams  that  come  down 


from  the  mountain  near  the  base  of  the  Ronnd 
Top,  if  such  be  your  happy  ciise  that  you  have 
a  passion  to  "go  a  angling." 

To  the  Soutli,  amidst  tliose  venerable  wckxIs, 
are  pleasant  walks  innunierabU-,  whi  iv,  in 
Winter,  is  heanl  the  deep-niouthetl  voice  of 
the  hound,  as  he  pursues  the  fox  in  her  dcvioiw 
course  among  the  liills ;  and  where,  in  Sum- 
mer, the  woodcock's  whistling  wind's,  or  Uie 
whiiTing  partridge,  startle  you  from  your 
meditations. 

But  we  are  tarrying  late.  Night  ha'*  fallen 
upon  field  and  forest, 

"And  all  the  air  a  solemn  Plilhiess  holds." 
The  planets  are  blazing  in  the  (irniann-nl,  and 
the  great  watch-stars  are  looking  d(.wn  U|)on 
us  from  their  heavenly  heights.  Ii  is  tlie 
peaceful  hour  of  rest,  and  now,  in  tin; 
language  of  our  old  friend.  Sir  Wai.tei£  : 

"To  all,  to  each,  a  fair  good  night 

And  pleading  drLuius,  aud  slumbers  li;,'!it." 

Faithfully  yours, 

GEORGE  VANUEKILWEN. 
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For  the  following  interesting  documents,  as 
well  as  many  others,  the  publisher  is  indebted 
to  Mr.  David  B.  Dunham  : 

A  List  of  the  Scuool  Money  due  to  Each  and 
Every  Imployer  of  the  School  Taught  by  Elisha 
Bishop,  under  the  Inspection  of  liarrent  Dubois 
aud  Saunders  Haynes,  Trustees,  from  the  17th 
of  August,  1797,  to  the  17th  of  March,  1798  : 

No.  Days.        £     8.    (I.    qr. 

George  Brosnaham 15U ) 

John  Brosnaham 166  -      1    7    4  % 

John  Rimph !^2j 

Edward  Hayus  121         0    9    1   X 

Jesse  Pratt 3(i         0    2    8   i^ 

Betsy  Stodard 142         0  10    S  y^ 

Elisha  Bishop 155  ) 

SaUy  Bishop 121-      1    9    9% 

Polly  Bishop 12(i^ 

Caty  Dubois 105) 

Sally  Dubois 109  ^      1  17    G  % 

Cornelius  Dubois 165 ) 

Peter  Schoot 115(_      o  11    7     0 

Jacob  Schoot 41  j 

Ginna  Van  Gordon 79         0    5  113^ 

John  Dubois 78^^       0  11    8  % 

James   Dubois 78 j 

James   Bogardus 781       o  11    8     0 

Lana  Bogardus 77  j 

Wcssel  Van  Ordeu 78  (       o  12    0  V< 

Henry  Van  Orden 82/      "  ^'^        ^ 

Jacob   Stephens 55  ) 

Arastus  Stephens 40  -      0  11    4     0 

Henry  Stephens 56  ^ 


Benjamin  Van  Orden 78 

Harriet   Lav sif 

Ehzer  Root M 

Betsy  Drake 95  > 

Anna   Drake 41  ( 

Charls   Cammel 42  (^ 

Sally  Cammel 41 1 

Joel  Persons 29 

Prescilla  Addoms 9 

Sally  Spicer G 

2922 


0    5 

0   r, 
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2   H 
2  % 

0  10 

2  % 

0     ('. 

4   K 

0    2 
0    0 
0     0 

2     0 
H     0 
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On  a  leaf  torn  from  the  day-book  of  .Mr. 
Okkin  Day,  the  well-known  nurcliant,  and 
father  of  Mr.  S.  Sukkwoop  Day,  we  lind  the 
following  reference  to  the  nnclc  of  Mr.  Tmik- 
i.ow  Weed,  under  date  of  May  ImIi.  isl  1  : 

JOSEPH  WEED,                                   l»r. 
To  1  Blk.  Coat •I""- 


If  he  goes  Regularly  to  one  of  the  Churclicn 
evt-rv  Siiudav  for  one  vear.  and  kerns  nwav  fruni 
the  gro;,^  shop.-;  on  tlie  Sal-bath.  iiiid  n4orui.-«  hi* 
mor'^d  conduct— then  this  to  Ik-  a  prewnt. 

On   the  left-hantl  margin  are  the   nunio- 
randums : 
1st  Sunday  in  June,  absent. 
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And  on  the  opposite  margin,  tlie  following : 

Mr.  Weed  attended  public  worship  a  few  Sab- 
baths, but  verj'  soon  broke  off,  and  has  not  been 
seen  in  a  church  for  several  months. 

March  27,  1812. 

Then,  Mr.  Day  despairingly  wrote,  in  a 
bold  liand,  across  the  entry  "Gave  in." 


Allusion  having  been  made  in  the  Harmony 
Lodge  Papers,  to  the  Catskill  Mechanical  So- 
ciety, we  have  been  presented  by  Mr.  John 
Breasted,  with  a  copy  of  the  "Charter  and 
By-Laws  of  the  Catskill  Mechanical  Society, 
Their  Rules  of  Order,  &c.,  published '  by  or- 
der of  the  Societ}',  printed  by  Mackat  Ceos- 
WELL,  Catskill,  1807."  The  following  open- 
ing paragi-aph  explains  the  laudable  object  of 
the  Society : 

CHARTER. 

AN  ACT  to  Incorporate  the  Catslaill  Mechanical 
Society. 

WHEREAS  John  Blanchard,  Stephen  Root,  Da- 
vid Thorp,  Ephraim  Baker,  Nathaniel  Hinman, 
Reuben  Sanderson,  Isaac  Nichols,  James  Cole, 
Adonijah  Baker,  Henry  Ashley,  Benjamin  Sole, 
Elisha  Furgurson,  Jolm  Hyde,  Francis  Botsford, 
j  Mackay  CrosweU,  Lemuel  Hall,  Adonijah  Sher- 
man, Peter  Breasted,  John  Doan,  Richard  Hill, 
HUand  Hill,  John  P.  Bolen,  Jehiel  Preston,  and 
Henry  L'Homedieu,  mechanics  of  the  village  of 
Catskill,  in  the  county  of  Greene,  have,  by  their 
petition  to  the  legislature,  represented,  that  they 
are  associated  into  a  body,  under  the  name  of 
"7%e  Catskill  Mechanical  Society,'"  for  the  relief  of 
their  unfortunate  and  indigent  members,  their 
%vidows  and  children,  and  other  charitable  objects, 
and  pray  to  be  incorporated  into  a  body  politic, 
for  the  purpose  of  securing  and  confirming  the 
funds  of  said  socictj'  to  those  benevolent  purposes: 
And  whereas  the  views  of  the  said  petitioners  ap- 
pear to  be  laudable,  and  worthy  of  legislative  pa- 
trona2;e  and  assistance — Therefore, 

Be  it  enacted  by  the  people  of  the  state  of  NewYo7-k, 
<fc.,  <^c.,  (^C. 

To  this  Act  are  appended  the  following 
official  signatures : 

STATE  OF  NEW  YORK. 

In  Assembly,  February,  27,  1807. 

This  bill  having  been  read  the  third  time — 

Resolved,  That  the  bill  do  pass. 
By  order  of  the  Assembly. 

A.  M'CORD,  Speaker. 

STATE  OF  NEW  YORK. 

In  Senate,  March  16,  1807. 

This  bill  having  been  read  the  third  time — 

Resolved,  Tliat  the  bill  do  pass. 
By  order  of  the  Senate. 

JNO.  BROOME,  President. 


In  Council  of  Revision,  March  20,  1 807. 

Resolved,  That  it  does  not  appear  improper 
to  the  council,  that  this  bill  should  become  a 
law  of  this  state. 

MORGAN  LEWIS. 

Then  follows  the  By-Laws,  &c.,  signed  by 
John  Blanchard,  President,  and  Adj.  Sher- 
man, Secretary. 

The  pamphlet  concludes  with  the  printed 
list  of  membership : 

MEMBERS'  NAMES. 

Ashley,  Henry,  tanner. 

Blanchard,  John,  eordwainer. 

Beach,  Abijah  H.,  saddler. 

Botsford,  Francis,  tailor. 

Bolen,  John  P.,  saddler. 

Baker,  Ephraim,  blacksmith. 

Baker,  Adonijah,  blacksmith. 

Bennet,  James,  mason. 

Breasted,  Peter,  painter  &  glazier. 

Bounds,  Matthew,  ehip-wright. 

*Cro8well,  Caleb,  painter  &  gilder. 

Cole,  James,  cabinet-maker. 

Croswell,  Mackay,  printer. 

Doan,  John,  house  &  ship-joiner. 

EeUs,  Nathaniel,  house-joiner. 

Ferguson,  Elisha,  cooper. 

Gager,  John,  ship-carpenter. 

Hill,  Richard,  ship-wright. 

Hill,  Hilai'd,  ship-wright. 

Hinman,  Nathaniel,  eordwainer. 

Horton,  David,  weaver. 

Hinman,  Herman,  house-joiner. 

Hyde,  John,  blacksmith.  < 

Hall,  Lemuel,  eordwainer. 

Hall,  Aaron,  mason. 

Homedieu,  Henry  L',  wheel-wright. 

Lacy,  John  T.,  ship-carpenter. 

Nichols,  Isaac,  cord-wainer. 

Oxisterhout,  Peter,  blacksmith. 

Olcott,  John  S.,  rope-maker. 

Preston,  Jehiel,  clock  &  watch  maker. 

Root,  Stephen,  tanner. 

Sherman,  Adonijah,  taylor. 

Sanderson,  Reuben,  house-joiner. 

♦Stebbins,  Josiah,  nailor. 

Selleck,  Henry,  house-joiner. 

Sanford,  Simeon,  eordwainer. 

Sole,  Benjamin,  ship-carpenter. 

Stocking,  Jared,  blacksmith. 

Thorp,  David,  eordwainer. 

Thayer,  Hezekiah,  house-wright. 

*Waight,  Thomas,  house-wright. 

*Webb,  Eliphalet,  brickmaker. 

White,  Shadrach,  eordwainer. 

N.  B. — Those  marked  (*)  are  names  of  deceased 
members. 


The  following  document  was  found  among 
the  papers  of  Isaac  Van  Loan,  and  is  en- 
dorsed on  the  back,  "Question  for  the  Philo- 
logan  Society— 1799  :" 

Can  any  one  of  the  U.  S.  withdraw  itself  from 
the  National  Compact  without  Genral  Consent, 
Or  resist  the  National  wiU  Exprest  through  the 
organs  of  its  majority  without  being  Considered 
in  a  State  of  Rebellion  ? 
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CATSKELL  ACADEIVIY. 

S.  Sherwood  Day  has  famished  us 


SUSQUEHANNA  TURNPIKE  ROAD. 

Mr.    S.  Sherwood  Day  has  famished  us  That  eminent  jurist,    the  late  Joshta  A. 

with  a  supply  of  memoranda,  found  among  Spencep,  upon  the  ocolsion  of  his  iS^titt 

^e  papers  of  his  grand-father,  StephekDat,  Catskill,  remarked  to  his  .on-in-lawSS^Dll 

from  whicu  the  followmg  are  selected,  for  the  that  he  "believed  the  Susqucbann;  xSupik; 

,     *      f  i^  .  ^■^^      n^.     ^    ,  ■          ,  ^^^^  to  be  the  oldest  chartered  hichwav  in 

dents  of  Catskill.      1  he  first  is  a  subscription  this  State."     We  have  no  other  me^  now  at 


pmpose  of  embalming  the  names  of  old  resi-    ""r^-r:.  ^'^'1^'^'^.  \^'  Susquehanna  TMmpike 

dents  of  Catskill.     The  first  is  a  subscription 

paper,  dated  August  23,  1793,   ''for  the  pur-   hand to"3ubstanti;te  Mr.  SpeTcer's concluMon 

pose   of  raising  the   sum  of  Four  hundred   except  by  recourse  to  a  fil.-  of  the    Wcsf^n] 

pounds,  to  have  an  Academy  erected  at  the    Constellation,  where,  under  date  of  Aagust 

Landmg,  in  said  tovvn  ot  CatskiU-  which  sum    23,1 800,  we  find  the  f ollowine  • 

is  to  be  divided  into  one  hundred  shai'es,  com-  ;  ' 

The  sub- 1  .  Susquf.hakxah  TrRNPiKE.— Since  the  rabscrip- 
tion  books  lor  the  turnpike  road,  from  Sali^bory, 
in  Connecticut,  to  Wattles'  Ferrv.  on  the  Sui^quf- 

Stephen  Day,  shares.  .2|John  Sole 1    hanna  River,  have  been  opened, upwardBoftwr-nty- 

Thos.  Thomson 4  Benjamin  Nichols 1    Ave  hundred  shares  have  been  ^ubscritii-d.  and  ihey 

Elnathan  Fitch 3  Jane  Dies 3    are  flllins  up  very  rapidly.    Some  distance  of  the 

road  is  already  laid  out,  and  a  tumpanv  of  gentle- 
men have  contracted  for  making  a  p'art  of  the 


puting  each  share  at  f om*  pounds 
scribers  were : 


Alex.  Thomson 4  John  V.  D.  S.  Scott . .  .2 

George  Taylor 2  Abraham  Overbagh. .  .2 

Noah  Evensham 2  Isaac  Van  Loan 1    same,  and  began  their  work. 

Joseph  Graham 3  Kezia  Camp 4 

Gideon  BaU 2  Reuben  Webster 1 

Bemau  Brockway 1  Darling  Hamlin 1 

Theophilus  Demmack  1  David  Van  Bargen 1 

Peter  Raymond 3  Enoch  Calkin 1 

Josiah  Rodgers 1  David  Hamlin 1 

M.  Croswell  &  Co 3  David  Marajan .   1 

Ira  Day 2  Aaron  Rumsey 1 

Geo.  &  Tho.  Hale 6  Egbert  Bogardus 2 

Wm.  W.  Wetmore 2  James  Bogardus 1 

Caleb  Street 6  Andrew  Brosnaham. .  .1 

Henrv  Pratt 1  Samuel  Van  Vechten.  .4 

.  Cole  It  Newell 2  Samuel  Haight 1 

Wm.  Van  Orden 3  Gideon  Brockway 1 


October  4th,  1800,  the  Westrrn  Constel- 
lation announced  that  "A  Public  Mail  will 
commence  running,  on  Tuesday  next,  from 
this  town  to  Atheans  (Tioga  Point.)  Mr. 
JosHTA  Whitney  is  the  contractor  for  carry- 
ing it,  and  will  perform  the  route  once  a  fort- 
night. The  mail  will  run  between  this  town 
and  Hudson  twice  every  week.  The  mail 
days  are  Tuesdays  and  Fridays." 

On  the  10th  of  the  same  month,  that  paper 

Edward  Boylston 1  [Joseph  Adams 1  !  contained   a  communication,   congratulating 

Benjamin  Van  Orden.  .1  John  Dubois 1    the  people  of  Catskill  upon  the  rapidity  with 

Matthew  Bellamy 1  John  Lav      2    ^^^  ^   Susquehanna  Turnpike  Road,  from 

Israel  Gibbs 3  Hugh  Fiddis -=    o  i-  i,  n  .•     .   «     tit  ..i    i  m 

James  Smith 1  Urilh  Blaan 1   Salisbury,  Connecticut,  to  WatUes'  Feny,  is 

John  Doan 1  John  Bunce 1   progressing ;  that  it  "exceeds  an}lhing  of  the 

Isaac  J.  Lacey 1  Hezekiah  Van  Orden.  .9  |  nature  heretofore  known,  and  is  at  once  an 

Edmund  Ogden 2  evidence  of  the  wealth  and  public  spirit  of  the 

"At  a  meeting  of  the  proprietors  of  the  inhabitants  living  on  the  Road,  and  also  of  the 
Academy  at  CatskiU  Landing,  at  the  house  of  immense  travel  through  Catskill  to  and  from 
Nathan  Paddook,  Inn-holder,  May  10,  1795,  the  Western  Counties  of  this  State.  Notwith- 
it  was  among  other  things  resolved  that  120  standing  the  recent  date  of  the  act  for  estab- 
shares  should  be  added  to  the  number  already  lishing  the  Coriwration,  such  has  Ix^n  the 
subscribed,  subject  to  the  regulations  contained  vigilance  of  the  gentlemen  appointed  to  carry 
in  the  original  subscription  and  rules  estab-  it  into  effect,  that  the  di.stance  of  twenty -seven 
lished,  in  order  to  carry  on  and  erect  the  said  miles,  on  the  West  side  of  Huds<«rs  River, 
Academy— the  shares  at  four  pounds."  The  will  be  made  in  the  present,  and  fore  juui  ..i 
undersigned  agreed  "to  pav  to  Stephen  Day,  \  the  next  season,  seven  mile.«  of  which  ih  n..w 
GsoEGE  Hale  and  Caleb  Street,  the  trustees  nearly  completed.  Proix^sals  have  als.i  Wvn 
of  said  Academy,"  for  the  number  of  shares  received  by  the  Directors,  who  an-  ah..ut  u. 
set  opposite  their  respective  names  :  niake  contracts  for  tini.=>hmg  the  Road  on  the 

r^^      4.U  u        o  T     •  r.  „  0   East  side  of  the  River,  to  balisburj-  Unr  the 

Thos.  Thomson,  shares  2  Levi  Brownson 2    ^«"'  °"^  '  ^,    „,  ,.  ,,  ,i;,,,-„-^  ,.* 

Reuben  Webster 3  M.  CrosweU  &  Co 2   next  Summer,  which  is  about  the  dL-tanrc  of 

Nathan  Paddock 1  Beman  Brockway 3    30  miles  ;  so  there  is  the  fairest  prospect  ol 

Wm.  Chapman 4  Gideon  BaU 1    having  57  miles  completiil  within  18  months 

John  Blanchard 2  Edmund  Ogden 2    ^^^j^j  "jjg  passing  of   the  act.     The  shares  in 

Jane  Dies 1  Abijah  H  Beach 1  ^         above  Road  have   hitherto  been   chiefly 

Peter  Raymond 1  Terence  Donnelly 2  '  me  aoove  rvuau  uo  .,.„  i_  p-,aitiil 

John  V.  D.  S.  Scott. .  .2  Stephen  Root 1  i  taken  up  by  gentlemen  residing  in  CaukUl, 

Stephen  Day 4  John  Lay 1  |  and  its  vicinity,  from  whoso  spintcd  exeriion.« 


f 


Ira  Daj 4  Gideon  Brockway J  |  the  Road  will  undoubtedly  bo  complete*!  much 

sooner  than  was  contemplatcil  by  the  lA^fis- 
lature. 


Caleb  Street 8  HUand  Hill 1 

Geo.  &  Thos.  Hale 8  John  Bogardus 1 

Joseph  Graham 2 , 


■^fiy^' 


-^.jqS^ 


OLD  DOCUMENTS, 


MEMORANDA,  &c. 


A  meeting  of  the  Company  was  advertised 
to  be  held  "at  tlie  Academy  in  Athens,  Lu- 
zerne county,  Pennsylvania,  on  Monday,  Sep- 
tember 6th,  1802,  at  which  time  and  place 
the  proprietors  are  requested  to  attend,  as  bu- 
siness of  the  utmost  concern,  as  it  respects 
the  proprietors  in  general,  and  the  settlers  in 
particular,  will  be  brought  forward  to  be 
acted  upon  at  said  meeting. "  That  this  Turn- 
pike Road  was  a  great  thoroughfare,  at  that 
time,  is  evidenced  by  a  paragraph  attached  to 
the  notice  above  mentioned,  as  follows:  "The 
printers  in  the  States  of  New  York,  Connec- 
ticut, Rhode  Island,  Massachusetts,  New 
Hampshire  and  Vermont  are  requested  to 
publish  the  above  as  a  matter  of  concern  to 
many  of  their  customers." 

The  next  mention  of  this  Company  is  a 
notice,  signed  by  Samuel  Haight,  Treasurer, 
dated  January  12th,  1803,  announcing  that  "a 
dividend  of  four  and  an  half  per  cent,  for  the 
period  of  six  months  (from  the  12th  of  July 
last)  is  made  on  the  capital  stock  of  the  Com- 
pany. " 


CATSKILL  BRIDGE. 
In  the  same  paper,  under  date  of  Sept.  13, 
1802,  we  find  the  following  : 

The  new  draw  Bridge  over  the  Catskill  Creek  at 
the  village  of  Catskill,  is  so  far  completed  as  to 
J  become  passable.  This  elegant  and  highly  useful 
'  structure  extends  about  five  hundred  and  fiftyfeet 
in  length,  and  is  of  a  sufficient  height  to  give  it  a 
noble  appearance.  The  strength  and  elegant  sim- 
plicity of  the  work  is  highly  applauded  by  every 
gentleman  acquainted  with  architecture  who  has 
seen  it.  On  Tuesday,  that  being  the  day  on  which 
it  became  passable,  the  gentlemen  and  ladies  of 
the  village  assembled  and  crossed  it  in  procession, 
preceded  by  music.  On  their  return  they  were 
met  by  Mr.  Burr,  the  architect,  attended  by  his 
workmen,  with  the  implements  of  their  calling. 

On  behalf  of  the  Villagers,  the  following 
address  to  Mr.  Bure  was  then  delivered  : 

Sir — The  inhabitants  of  tlie  VUlage  of  Catskill, 
finding  their  hopes  so  happily  realized  in  a  work 
under  your  superintendence  and  direction,  joy- 
fully embrace  this  opportunity  of  presenting  to 
you  a  tribute  of  their  unanimous  approbation — 
And  while  we  felicitate  ourselves  upon  the  pros- 
pect of  encreasing  commerce  by  means  of  an  easy, 
safe  and  commodious  conveyance  to  our  market 
from  the  most  productive  soil  in  our  vicinity,  we 
wish  you,  sir,  to  be  assured  of  the  high  sense  we 
entertain  of  vour  skill,  perseverance  and  fidelity 
in  the  science  which  you  profess — The  implements 
of  your  occupation,  sir,  are  justly  considered  by 
all  true  republicans  as  the  noblest  insignia  of  mer- 
it— And  we  sincerely  wish  that  your  performance 
here  may  redound  no  less  to  the  reputation  of  the 
Architect  than  to  the  ornament  of  our  village  and 
the  public  convenience. 


AN  INGENIOUS   DUN. 
We  find  the  following  in  the  Western  Con- 
stellation^ and  reproduce  it  here  as  an  wn- 
sm'passed  specimen  of  the  dunning  art : 


To  Mr.  Croswell — 
Sir- 
Please  to  give  the  following  a  place  in  your  Paper: 

Not  long  since  one  of  my  creditors  came  to  me 
for  some  money — I,  being  in  a  situation  at  that 
time  by  which  I  could  afford  him  not  the  least 
assistance,  very  soon  discharged  him  with — "I 
can't  pay  you  now — call  again.  He  accordingly 
called  again.  "Well,  Hinman,  have  you  any 
money  it)r  me  now  ?"  "No,  upon  my  honor,  I 
have  not,  sir."  "I  want  to  know,"  retorted  the 
gentleman,  "the  reason  of  your  always  being 
destitute  of  money  ?  You  seem  to  have  work- 
men, a  plenty  of  them,  and  all  at  work  almost 
constantly.  1  cannot  conceive,"  continued  he, 
"why  you  have  not  money  in  abundance — you 
must  dispose  of  a  considerable  amount  weekly." 
I  answered  the  gentleman  in  the  following  humble 
and  mortifying  manner:  "You  well  know,  sir, 
that  you  will  not  receive  in  payment  for  leather 
anything  but  money,  and  have  a  very  good  reason 
for  so  doing ;  because  it  will  command  the  money. 
But,  sir,  let  my  shoe-knife  get  a  rip  at  it,  then  see 
if  it  will  command  the  money !  No,  the  very  in- 
stant my  knife  enters  its  borders  it  loses  the  de- 
mand of  money — indeed,  it  loses  its  value,  inso- 
much that  it  "will  procure  nothing  excepting 
TRUST.  This  article,  I  must  confess,  is  so  abun- 
dantly plentiful,  that  I  have  taken  in  a  greater 
quantity  than  I  know  how  to  dispose  of;  for  I 
find  that  my  creditors  will  not  give  me  the  price  I 
have  given  for  it ;  therefore,  of  course,  I  must 
either  abandon  the  idea  of  receiving  any  more  of 
that  produce,  or  keep  my  shoe-knife  out  of  the 
leather.  ^0/  two  evils  chuse  the  least.^  I  shall, 
therefore,  (if  I  am  correct  in  making  choice)  chuse 
the  former ;  I  am  sensible,  if  I  do  not,  that  I  must  c 
in  a  short  time  adopt  the  measures  of  many  others  * 
before  me,  namely,  to  get  ground  over  a-new ;  or, 
crawl  into  the  big  end  of  Poor  Richard's  horn, 
and  squeeze  out  at  the  little  end,  a  poor — Bitch.'' 

Those  customers  who  have  done  justice  to  me, 
will,  I  hope,  accept  the  subscriber's  most  grateful 
thanks  for  their  custom  and  attention. 

NATHANIEL  HINMAN. 

N.  B.  It  is  wished  that  all  those  who  are 
indebted  to  my  books,  would  come  forward  and 
see  that  their  accounts  are  crossed  immediately, 
or  pay  the  cost.  CatskiU,  Feb.  15, 1803. 


ST.  PAUL'S  CHURCH  IN  1819. 

The  following  is  a  record  of  the  sales  of 
Pews  and  Slips  in  St.  Paul's  Church,  Monday, 
November  1st,  1819 : 

No.  PEWS. 

1  Donnelly  and  Adams $13  00 

2  Haight  and  Dorlon 12  00 

3  James  Pinckney 12  00 

4  J.  V.  D.  S.  Scott  and  Jacob  Van  Voorhis  12  25 

5  John  A.  Thomson 13  00 

6  Seaman  and  Ashley 12  50 

7  Capt  W.  Britton 18  00 

8  Isaac  Dubois 12  25 

9  John  Dubois  and  Judge  Abeel 8  25 

10  Tho.  O'H.  Croswell 8  00 

11  Egbert  Bogardus 6  25 

12  Jacob  Van  Orden 6  25 

13  Palin  and  Limbrak 6  00 

14  William  Sturges 6  00 


OLD  DOCUIMENTS, 

No.  SLIPS. 

19  Ciileb  Benton 6  50 

20  Cap.  James  Bogardus ,*.'.'.'.'.'.'.".'  6  50 

21  Cap.  Van  Loan 5  00 

22  Adam  Stewart .'.'."!.'.'."  4  00 

23  William  Van  Loan !!!!!."!  4  50 

24  Torhaud  K.  Cook .'."!'.'.'.'  4  50 

26  Edwin  Clark '.'..".'."..'.'.'.  4  25 

27  Van  Valkenburgli  and  Man .' "  4  50 

28  Peter  Breasted *  4  oq 

29  Charles  Kogers ' ' '  |  5  qo 

30  Cornelius  Dubois '  4  oo 

31  W.H.  Way ::.•;;  500 

32  Andrew  Brosnaham 4  50 

33  Edwin  Croswell ' . . '  4  50 

34  Saml.  Baker ' '  3  50 

35  Hiram  Comfort 3  00 

36  R.  R.  Pennoyer 3  oo 

38  JohnAshley 2  00 


MEMORANDA,  &. 


REAL  ESTATE  SPECULATION  IN  1837. 

The  real  estate  speculative  mania,  in  1836-7, 
pervaded  nearly  all  parts  of  the  Union,  and, 
to  show  that  Catskill  was  not  an  exception  to 
the  rule,  we  have  been  furnished  by  John  Van 
Vleck,  Esq.,  with  a  copy  of  a  book  of  48 
pages,  printed  in  New  York  in  1837,  for  the 
"Catskill  Association,  formed  for  the  purpose 
of  Improving  the  Town  of  Catskill,  in  the 
County  of  Greene,  State  of  New  York,  and 
for  other  purposes."  The  officers  of  this 
Association  were :  Geo.  S.  Doughty,  Pres't. ; 
Evan  Griffith,  Treasurer;  L.  B.  Woodruff, 
I  Counsellor;  Thomas  Duguid,  Secretary. — 
Directors  :  Geo.  S.  Doughty,  Rufus  Daven- 
port, H.  F.  Tallmadge,  Petek  R.  Wyokoff, 
James  L.  Curtis,  Silas  M.  Stilwell,  Evan 
Griffith,  L.  B.  Woodruff.  Trustees :  J. 
R.  Peters,  Henry  Ogden,  Theophilus  8. 
Morgan. 

This  Association  made  large  purchases  of 
real  estate  in  West  Catskill — the  Dubois  farm, 
and  other  lands — which  were  laid  out  in  city 
lots,  on  streets  with  high-sounding  names,  and 
this  little  book  was  issued  to  advance  the  en- 
terprise. Accompanying  the  book  were  two 
maps  ;  one,  a  "Map  of  two  proposed  routes 
of  a  Canal  by  the  way  of  the  Schoharie  and 
Catskill  Creeks — also  the  Railroad  now  under 
contract  from  Canajoharie  to  Catskill" ;  the 
other,  an  elaborate  map  of  the  "Property  of 
the  Catskill  Association."  Scrutinizing  the 
latter,  we  observe  that,  in  the  cedar  grove 
near  the  present  site  of  Cooke  &  Hardwiok's 
brick-yard,  was  an  Elysium — 07i  paper — de- 
signated "Clinton  Terrace"  ;  while  in  the  rear 
of  the  lower  brick-yard  was  a  triangular- 
shaped  Park — "St.  Nicholas  Park" — between 
"Lafayette  Street"  and  "Cornwall  Avenue," 
and  fronting  on  "St.  Nicholas  Place."  That 
well-known  landmark,  "Broomstick  Hill," 
was  handsomely  laid  out  in  city  lots,  numbered 
from  1  to  15,  while  from  "Day's  Island"  (at 
"the  Rifts")  over  the  hill  to  the  present  resi- 
dence of  Robert  Story,  streets  and  lots  were 


as  plentiful  as  are  brambles  on  the  same  lo- 
cality at  this  day. 

The  resources  of  the  Association  were  set 
forth  as  follows : 

Capitjil  Stock,  in  Lots,  estimated  at »746  (XX) 

Stock  appropriated  for  tbe  improveuu-nt 

ot  the  Laud  of  tbe  Association ...  71  600 

Number  of  Shares 3730        ' 

Par  value  of  each  Share ...'.'.'. ". '. '.  '.'.'.*. 2OO 

After  setting  forth,  in  language  somewhat 
■^  I  ^^6  advantages  of  the  location,  and  the 
then  flattering  prospective  importance  of  C'ats- 
kiU,  unnvalled  by  ncnhing  less  than  New  York 
copies  of  Deeds  of  Conveyance  in  Trust  are 
published  at  length,  together  with  the  Articles 
of  Association,  anil  reports  (from  tlie  Village 
papers)  of  the  proceedings  of  meetings  held 
in  Catskill,  by  those  favorable  to  the  project. 

At  a  meeting  held  at  the  Court  House,  Feb. 
10th,  1837,  on  motion  of  Franx-is  Sayhe,  Uie 
meeting  was  temporarily  organized  bv  calling 
Jacob  Uaight  to  the  chair.  A  committee 
appointed  for  that  purpose  reported  tlie  fol- 
lowing permanent  organization  :  Thomas  B. 
Cooke, President;  OkrinDav,  Jacob  IIaigiit, 
John  Adams  and  Peter  Sua tntMAN,  Vice  Pre- 
sidents ;  Ira  Dubois  and  Caleb  Croswell, 
Secretaries.  At  this  meeting  a  committee  of 
fifty  gentlemen  was  appomted,  "to  prepare 
suitable  memorials  to  the  Legislature,  praying 
to  have  such  laws  passed  as  will  most  eftecu 
ually  promote  the  trade  and  commerce  of  this  i 
place,"  &c.  The  President  named  Amos 
Cornwall,  Jacob  R.  Greene,  and  IIk.nky 
M'Kinstry  a  committee  to  report  fifty  names, 
which  they  did  as  follows  : 

Thos.  B.  Cooke,  Horace  WiUard,  Joshua  .\twatcr, 
Orrin  Day,  J.  R.  Greene,      Leonard  Kinsley 

John  Adams,      J.  A.  Thomson,  Edm'd.  Hatfleld, 
Ezra  Hawley,      Caleb  Hopkins,  Robiun'n  Hazard 
Jacob  Haight,     Rob't.  Dorlon,     Edgar  B.  Day, 
Peter  Breasted,    Fred'k.  Hill,       J.  W.  Baldwin. 
Hiram  Comfort,  Tuzar  Bulkley,   Geo.  G.  Harden- 
Isaac  Van  Loan,  S.  S.  Dav,     "  burgh, 

P.  T.  Mesick,      Abel  Bra'ce,         H.  M'Kinstrv, 
Amos  Cornwall,  Judson  Wilcox,  FrV.  L  Marvin, 
J.  M.  Donnelly,  J.  R.  Sylvester,  Nathan  Farrell, 
Francis  Sayre,    Wilkes  Hyde,     Peter Shurman, 
M.  Watson,         Ira  Dubois,         J.  VanValkenb'h 
Caleb  Day,  Geo.  Marvin,       Caleb  Cronwcll, 

S.  L.  Penfield,  John  Abce),  Jonathan  Rowc, 
Luke  Kiersted,  T.  C.  Atwater,  Steph.  Boswortli 
F.N.Wilson,      Jno.  Van  Vleck,  Ephraiin  Beach. 

The  financial  revulsion  which  soon  succeed- 
ed these  "flush  times,"  suddenly  burst  the 
bubble,  and  inflicted  hea^y  pecuniary  losses 
upon  many  of  the  enterprising  citizens  of 
Catskill.  The  effects  of  the  collapse  were 
painfully  visible  for  several  years  in  the  Vil- 
lage, the  prosperity  of  which  was  seriously 
affected  in  consequence,  but  after  a  season 
of  sack-cloth  repentance,  the  tcmporar)-  blight 
was  effaced,  and  the  ancient  town  began 
a  new  career  of  growth,  which  has  been  un- 
checked to  this  day. 
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